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ADVERTISEMENT. 


fs to appear anew in the World, it 'aay be ex- 
peded, that I ſhould fay ſomething concerning 
theſe euſuing 7 rifles, which I [hall endeauoar to do 
with as much briefneſs, as I did before what I laſt pab- 
liſhed in this kind. 

[ doubt not but the Reader will think me guilty of 
an bigh preſumption in adventaring upon a Tranſla- 
tion of The Art of Paetry, after 1wo ſuch great 
Hands as have gone before me in the ſame attemprs : 
{ need not acquaint him, that I mean Ben Johnion; 
and tie fart of Rolcommon, the one being, of fb 
elteblijld au Authority, that whatever he did 1s held 
«s Sacred, the other having lately performed it with 
fach adwirabie ſucceſs, as almerſt cuts off al hope tn 
any eſter Pretenders of ever comit7 up to what he 
has eone, Flawteit, when I let him knew, that it was 
aTuik impf. d upon me, aud not what 1 voluntarily 
ergaged ww ; | hope be will be the more favoaratle in 
ys Cenſures. I would indeed very willingly have 
wav'sd the undertaking apon the forementioned ar: 
count, and urged it a5 a reaſon for my declining the 
fame, bat it-waul vot be allowed as ſufficient to ex- 
cuſe me therefrom. Wherefore, being prevailed up- 
.0n to make an Ejſay, Tje# tothinting of ſome coarje, 
whereby { might Jerve my ſelf of the Advantages; 
which thoſs that wen! before me; have eirker tot 


4 mi: ded, 
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minded, or ſcrupulenſly abridged themſelves of. This 
I ſoon imagined was to be effetted by putting Horace 
into a more modern dreſs, than hitherto he has ap- 
peared in, that s by making him ſpeak, as if he 
were living, and writing now. [ therefore reſolved to 
alter the Scen2 fſrem Rome to London, and to make 
uſe of Englith names of Men, Places, and Cuſtoms, 
where the Paralicl would decently permit, which ] 
conceived would give a kind of new Air to the Poem, 
and render it more agreeal le to the relliſh of the pre. 
ſent 4ge. 

With theſe Conſiderations I ſet upon the Work, and 
purſucd' it accordingly. T1 have not, 1 acknowledy, 
been over-nice in keeping to the words of the Origh. 
mal, for that were to tranſgreſs a Rule therein con 
taixzed. Nevertheleſs I bave been religiouſly ftrift 
to its ſenſe, andexpreſsd it in as plain, and intelli 
gable a manner, as the Subjett would bear. Where 
{ may be thought to have war-ed from it (which is 
not above once or tute, and in Paſſages not much 
material ) the skilful * Reader will F vw 'twas 
neceſſary for carrying 0n my propoſed deſign, and the 
Author himſelf, were he again alrve, would ( T be 
lieve ) forgive me. 1 have been careful to avoid 
Stiffneſs, and made it my endeavour to hit ( as near 
as I cculd) the eaſie and familiar way of writing, 
which is peculiar to Horace in his Epiſtles, and 
was his proper Talent above any of mankind. Af 
ter all, *tw hnmbly ſubmitted to the judgment f 
the truly knowing, how I have acquitted my ſelf 


herein. Let the ſucceſs be what it will, I ſhall nd 
however wholly repent of my undertaking, being (1 
reckon ) 
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reckon) in ſome meaſure recompenced for my paias by 
the advantage have reaped of fixing theſe admiralle 
Rules of Senſe ſo well in my memory, 

7 he. Satyr and Olzs of the Author, which fols 
low next in order, I have tranſlated after the ſame 
libertine way. In them alſo I labour'd under the 
diſaduantages of coming after other perſons, The 
Satyr had bzen made in.0 a Scene by Ben Johnſon, in 
a Play of his, cated the Poctaſter. After I had 
finiſhed my imitation thereof, I came to learn, that 
it had been done likewiſe by Dr. Sprat, and jince 1 
have had the fight of it amongſt the Printed Tran- 
[ſations of Horace's Works. The Oldes are there 
done too, but not ſo excellently well, as, to diſcou- 
rage any farther endeauours. If theſe of mine meet 
with good entertainment in the world, 1 may per- 
haps find leiſure to attempt ſome other of them, 
which at preſent ſuffer as much from their T ranſla- 
ters, as the Pſalms of David from Sternhold and 
Hopkins. 

The two ſacred Oles I deſigned not to have made 
pablick. now, foraſmuch as they mig'4t ſeem unfit to 
appear among Subjetts of this nature, ard were in- 
teaded to come forth apart hereafter in company of 
others of their own kind. But, having ſufſer'd Co 
pies of them to ſtraggle abreal ia Manuſcript, and 
remembring th? Fate of ſome cther Pizc's of mine, 
which have formerly ſtoln into the Preſs without my 
leave, or knowledg, and be expoſed to the world 
abominably falſe 'and uncorred ; to prevent the ſame 
misfortune likely eng) to befal theſe, 1 have been 
perſuaded {0 yeeld my conſeat ta their Publiſking 
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amons ſt the reſt. Nor is the Printing of ſach Miſcellq- 
nies altogether ſo unpreſidented, but that it'may be 
ſeen in the Editions of Dr. Donne, and Mr. Cowley's 
Works, whether done by their own appointment, or 
the ſole direftion of the Stationers, 1 am not able to 
determine. 

As for the two Eſſays out of Greek, they were 
occaſioned by a report, that ſome perfons found! fault 
with the roughneſs of my Satyrs formerly publiſhed, 
tho, upon what ground they ſhould do it, T contd be 
glad to be informed. Unleſs T am miſtaken, there 
are not many Lines but will endure the reading with- 
out fhocking any Heaxrer, that is not tob nice, and 
_— T confeſs, I did not ſo much mind the Ca- 
dence, as the Senſe and expreſſrueneſs of my words, 
and therefore choſe not thoſe, which were beſt diſpoſed 
to placing themſelves in Rhyme, but rather the moſt 
keen, and tuant, as being the moſt ſutable to my Argu- 
ment. And certainly no one that pretends to diſftin- 
guiſh the ſeveral Colours of Poetry, would expett 
that Juvenal, when he is laſhing of Vice and Villa- 
wy, ſhould flow ſo ſmoothly, as Ovid, or Tibullus, 
when they are deſcribing Amours and Gallantries, and 
_ nothing to diſturb and ruffle the evenneſs of their 

tile. | | | 

Howbeit, to ſhew that the way I took, was out of 
choice, not want of judgment, and that my Genius 
is not wholly uncapable of performing upon more gay 
and agreeavl: Subjeits, if my humour inclined me to 
exerciſe it, 1 have pitchd upon theſe two, which 
the greateſt men of ſenſe have allowed to be ſome of the 
Sefteſt and tendereſt of all Antiquity, Nay, if we 
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will believe Rapine,onc of the beſt Critioks which theſe 
latter Ages have produced ; they have noother. fault, 
than that they are too exqutytely etlicare for the Cha. 
rafter of Paſtoral, which fhould not jeem ro0 Jaboured, 
and whoſe chief Leauty is an unaffeHed air of plainneſs 
and fruplitity. 

' That, which laments the Death of Adonis bas been 
attempted in Latine By ſeveral great Maſters, namely, 
Vulcanius, Douza, and Monticur 1c Fevre. The laft 
of them has done it fre, wo but left good part 
of the Poem toward the latter end untouch'd, perhaps 
becauſe he thought it not ſo capable of Ornament, as 
the reſt. Him [chiefly choſe to follow, as being moſt 
agreeable to my way of tranſlating, and where I was at 
a loſs for want of his guidance,] was content toſteer by 
my own Fancy. 

' The Tranſlation of that upon Bion was begun by 
another Hand, as far as the firſt fifteen Verſes, but 
who was the Author 1 could never yet learn. T have 
been told that they were done by the Earl of Roche- 
ſter ; but Tcould not well believe it, both becauſe he 
ſeldom medled with ſuch SubjeAs, and more eſpecially 
by reaſon of an uncorreft lixe, or two to be found 
amongſt them, at their firſt coming to my hands,which 
never us'd to flow from his excellent Pen. Conceiving 
it to be in the Original, a piece of as much Art, Grace, 
and Tenderneſs, as perhaps was ever offered to the 
Aſhes of a Poet, I thought fit to dedicate it to the 
memory of that incomparable Perſon, of whom nothing 
can be ſaid, or thought ſo choice and curious, which 
his Deſerts do not ſurmount. If it be thought mean 
to have borrowed the ſenſe of another to praiſe bim 
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in, yet at leaſt it argues at the ſame time a value and 
reverence, that I durſt not think any thing of my own 
good enough for his Commendation. | 

This is all, which I judg material to be ſaid of theſe 
following Refveries. As for what others are to be 
found in the parcel, I reckon them not worth qmenti- 
oning in particular, but leave them wholly open and 
wnguarded to the mercy of the Reader ; let him make 
bis Attaques how, and where he pleaſe. 


—— 
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Hould ſome ill Painter in a wild deſign 


Toa mans Head an Horles ſhoulders joyn, 


Or Fiſhes Tail to a fair Womans Waſte, ? 
Or draw the Limbs of many a different Beaſt, 

[ll match'd, and with as motly Feathzrs dreſt; q 
If you by chance were to pals by his S10p; 

Could you forbear from laughing at the Fop, 

And not believe him whimſical, or mad? 

Credit me, Sir; that Book is quiteas bad, 


A. zZ As 


2 Borace his Art of Poetry. 
As worthy laughter, which throughout is fill'd 


With monſtrous inconſiſtencies, more vain,and wild 
Than ſick mensDreams, whoſe neirher head,nor tail, 
Nor any parts in due proportion fall. 

But *rwill be ſaid, None ever did deny 

Painters and Poets their free liberty 

Of feigning any thing : We grant it true, 

And the fame privilege crave and allow : 

Bur to mix natures clearly oppoſite, 

To make the Serpent and the Dove unite, 

Oc Lambs from ſavage Tygers ſeek defence, 
Shocks Reaſon, and the Rules of common Senſe. 


Some, who would have us think they meant to 
Lrcat 


At firſt on Arguments of preateſt weight, 
Are proud, when here and therea glittering line 
Docs through the maſs of their coarſe rubbiſh ſhine: 
{1 gay digreſfſions they delight torove, 
Detcribing here a Temple, there a Grove, 
A Vale caamel'd o'rc with pleafant ſtreams, 
A paintzd Rainbow, or the gliding Thames, 
But 
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Horace his Art of Poetry. 2 

But how does this relate to their deſign? 
Though good elſewhere, 'ris here bur foiſted in, 
A common Dawber may perhaps have skill 
To paint a Tavern Sign, or Landskip well : 
But what is this to drawing of a Fight, 
A Wrack, a Storm, or the laſt Judgment right 2 
When the fair Model, and Foundation ſhews, 
That you ſome great Eſcuria! would produce, 
How comes it dwindled toa Cottage thus ? 
In fine, whatever work you mean to frame, 
Be uniform, and every where the ſame. 

Moſt Poets, Sir, ('tis eaſe to obſerve ) 
[Into the worſt of faults are apt to ſwerve 
Through a falſe hope of reaching excellence : 
Ayoiding length, we often cramp our Senſe, 
And make't obſcure ; oft, when we'd have our ſtilc 
Eaſie, and flowing, loſe its force the while : 
Some, ſtriving to ſurmount the common light, 
Soar up in airy Bombaſt our of ſight, 
Others, who fear to a bold pitch totruſt 


Themſzlyes, flag low, and humbly ſweep tne duſt : 
| A 3 An 


4 Horace hu Art of Poetry. 
And many fond of ſeeming marvellous, 


While they too careleſly tranſgreſs the Laws 
Of likelihood, moſt odd Chimeras feign, 
Dolphins in Woods, and Boars upon the Main. 
Thus rhey,who would take aim,but want the skill, 
Miſs always, and ſhoot wide, or narrow till. 
Qaec of the meaneſt Workmen in the Town 
C21 imitate the Nails, or Hair in Stone, 
And tothe life cnough perhaps, who yet 
Wants maſtery ro make the Work complete : 
Troth, Sir, if *rwere my fancy to compoſe, 
Rather than be this bungling wretch, I'd chooſe 
To wear acrooked and unſightly Noſe 
Monofl t other handſom features of a Face 
Which only would (ct oft my uglinels. 
B2: furcall you thatundertake to write, 
To chule a Subzett for your Genius fit : 
Try longand often whar your Talents are ; 
What is the burthen, which your parts will bear, 
And where thev'l fail : he that diſcerns with $kill 


To {uilus Aroument, and matrer well, 


Will 
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Horace his Art of Poetry. 5 
Will never be to ſeek for Eloquence 


To dreſs, or method to diſpoſe his Senſe. 
They the chief Art, and Grace in order ſhow 
(If I may claim any pretence to knoiy ) 
Who time diſcreetly what's to be diſcours'd, 
What ſhould beſaid at laſt, and whartar ficſt : 
Some paſlages at preſent may be heard, 
Others till afterward are beſt deferr'd : 
Verſe, which diſdains the Laws of Hiſtory, 
Speaks things notas they are, but ought to be : 
Whoever will in Poetry excel, 
Muſt learn, and uſe this hidden ſecret well. 

'Tis next to be obſery'd, that care is due, 
And ſparingnels in framing, words anew : 
You ſhew your maſt'ry, it you have the knack 
Soto make uſe of what known word you take, 
To give't anewer ſenſe: it there be necd 
For ſome uncommon matter to be ſaid ; 
Pow'r of inventing terms may be allow'd, 


Which Chaucer and his Age nc're underſtood ; 
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6 Horace his Art of Poetry, 
Provided always, as 'twas ſaid before, 


We ſeldom, and diſcreetly uſe that pow'r, 
Words newand forcin may be beſt brought in, 
If borrow'd from a Language near akin: 

Why ſhould the peeviſh Criticks now forbid 
To Lee, and Dryden, what was not deny'd- - 
'To Shakeſpear, Ben, and Fletcher herctofore, 
For which they praiſe, and commendation bore 2 
If Spencer's Muſe be juſtly ſoador'd 

For that rich copiouſneſs, wherewith he ſtor'd 
Our Native Tongue; for Gods ſake why ſhould I 
Straight he thought arrogant; if modeſtly 

[ claim and uſe the ſelf-ſame liberty 2 

This the juſt Right of Poets cyer was, 


And will beſtill, to coin what words they pleaſe, | 


Well fitted ro the preſent Age, and Place, 

Words with the Leaves of Trees a ſemblance hold 
In this reſpect, where every year the old. 
Fall of, and new ones in their piaces gro\y ; 


Death 1s the Fare of all things here below ; 


Nature 
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Horace his Art of Poetry. 7 
Nature her ſelf by Art has changes felt, 


The Tangier Mole ( by our great Monarch built) 
Like a vaſt Bulwark inthe Occan ſer, 
From Pyratesand from Storms defends our Fleet : 
Fens every day aredrain'd, and Men now Ploy, 
And Sow, and Reap,where they before might Row, 
And Rivers have been taught by Middleton 
From their old courſe within new Banks to run, 
And pay their uſeful Tribute to the Town. » 
If Mans and Natures works ſubmit to Fate, 
Much leſs muſt words expett a laſting date : 
Many which we approve for currant now, 
In the next Age out of requeſt ſhall grow : 
Andothers which are now thrown out of doers, 
Shall be reviv'd, and come again in force, (draw, 
If cuſtom pleaſe : from whence their yogue they 
Which of our Speech is the ſole Judg, and Law, 
Homer firſt ſhew'd us in Heroick ſtrains 
To writeot Wars, of Battles and Campaigns, 
Kings and great Leaders,mighty in Renown, 


And him we ſtill tor our chief Pattern own, 
| | | Soft 


8 Horace his Art of Poetry, 
Soft Elegy, deſign'd for grief, and tears, 


Was firlt devis'd to grace ſome mournfyl Herlſe : 
Since to a brisker note 'tis taught to move, 
Andcloaths our gayeſt Paſſions, Joy, and Love. 
Ei, who was firſt Inventer of the kind, 
Crriticks have ſought, but never yet could find. 
Gods, Heroes, Warriors, and the lofty praiſe 
Of peaceful Conquerors in Piſa's Race, 


The Mirth and Joys, which Love and Wine 
produce, 


With other wanton fallics of a Muſe, 
The ſtately Ode does for its Subjects chooſe. 
Archilechus to vent his Gall and ſpite, 
In keen Iambicks firſt was known to write : 
Dramatick Authors us'd this ſort of Verſe 
On all the Greek and Roman Theaters, 
As tor Diſcourſe and Converſation fir, 
And aprſttodrown the noiſes of the Pit, 
If I diſcern nor the true ſtile and air, 


Nor how to givethe proper Character 


To 


[Horace hu Art of Poetry. 9 
Toevery kind ot work ; how darel claim, 


And challenge to my ſelf a Poers Name 2 

And why had I with awkard modeſty, 

Rather than learn, always unskilful be ? 

Volpone and Moroſe will not admit 

Of Catiline's high ſtrains, nor is it fit 

To make Sejanus on the Stage appear 

In the low dreſs, which Comick perſons wear. 

What ere the Subject be, on which you write, 

Give each thing its due place, and time aright : 
Yet Comedy fometimes may raiſe her ſtile, 

And angry Chremes is allow d to ſwell, 

And Tragedy alike ſometimes has leave 

To throw off Majeſty, when 'tis to grieve; 

Peleus and Telephus in milery, 

Lay their big words, and bluſtring language by, 

It they expe ro make their Audience ery. 

'Tis not enough to have your Plays ſucceed ; 


That they be elegant : they muſt nor need 


Thoſe 


Io Horace his Art of Poetry. 
Thoſe warm and moving touches which impart 


A kind concernment to each Hearers heart, 

And raviſh it which way they pleaſe with art. 
Where Joy and Sorrow put on good diſguiſe, 
O-rs with the pecſons looks ſtraight ſympathize : 
Would'it have me weep? thy ſelf mult firſt begin: 
Then, 7elephus, to pity I incline, 

And think thy caſe, and all thy ſuff rings mine ; 
But if thou'rt made toadt thy part amils, 

I can't forbear to ſleep, or laugh, or his, 

Let wordsexpreſs the looks, which ſpeakers wear 3 
Sad, fir a mourntul, and dezefted air ; 

The paſſionate muſt huft, and ſtorm, and rave ; 
The gay be plcaſant, and the ſerious orave. 

For Nature works, and moulds our Frame within, 
To take all manner of Impreſſions in. 

Now makes us hot, and ready to take fire, 

Now hope, now joy, now ſorrow does iuſpire, 
And all theſe paſſionsin our face appear, 

Of which the Tongue is ſole interpreter : 


Buy 
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But he whoſe words, and Forrunes do not ſuit, 


By Pit and Gall'ry both, is hooted our, 

Obſerve what Charatters your perſons fit, 
Whether tlie Maſter ſpeak, or T odelet : 
Whether a man, that's elderly in growth, 
Or a brisk Hotſpur in his boiling youth : 
A roaring Bully, or a ſhirking Cheat, 
A Court-bred Lady, or a tawdry Cit: 
A prating Goſlip, or a jilting Whore, 
A trayell'd Merchant, or an home ſpun Boor : 
Spaniard, or French, Italian, Dutch, or Dane z 
Native of Turky, [ndza, or Japan. 

Either from Hiſtory your perſons rake, 
Or let themnothing inconſiſtent ſpeak, : 
If you bring great Achilles on the Stage, 
Let him be fierce and brave, all heat and rage, 
Inflexible, and head-ſtrong to all Laws, 
But thoſe, which Arms and hisown will impoſe. 
Cruel Medea muſt no pity have, » 
Ixion muſt be treacherous, [zo pricye, | 


lomuſt wander, and Oreſtes raye, 
But 
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Bur it you dare to tread in paths unknown, 


And boldly ſtart new perſons of your own ; 
Be ſure to make them in one ſtrain agree, 
And let the end like the beginning be. 

'Tis difficult for Writers to ſucceed 
On Arguments, which none before have tri'd : 
The 7iad, or the Odyſſee with caſe 
Will better furniſh SubjeCts for your Plays, 
Than that you ſhould your own Invention truſt, 
And broach unheard-of things your ſelf the firſt. 


In copying others works, to make them pals, 


And ſeem your own, let theſe few Rules take place: 


When you {omeof their Story repreſent, 
Takecaretiat younew Epiſodes invent : 
Be not toonice the Authors words to trace, 
Bur vary all with a freſh air, 2nd grace; 
Nor ſuch ſtrift rules of imitation chooſe, 
Which you muſt ſtill be tied co follow cloſe; 
Or forc'd to aretreat for want of room, 


Give over, and ridiculous become; 


Da 
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Do not like thar affected Fool begin, 


King Priam's Fate, and Troy's fam'd War, I ſing. 
What will this mighty Promiſer produce ? 
Youlook for Mountains, and out creeps a Mouſe, 
How ſhort is this of Zomer's fine Addreſs, 

And Art, whone're ſays any thing amiſs 2 

Maſe, ſpeak the man, Who ſince Troy's laying waſte 
Into ſuch numerous Dangers has been caſt, 

So many Towns, and various People paſt : 

He does not laviſh at a blaze his Fire, 

To glare a while, and ina Snuffexpire : 

But modeſty art firſt conceals his light, 

In dazling wonders, then breaks forth to fight ; 
Surprizes you with Miraclesall o're, 

Makes dreadful Scy/la and Charybdis roar, 
Cyclops, and bloudy Leſtrygons devour : 

Nor does he time in long Preambles ſpend, 
Deſcribing Meleager's rutul end, 

When he's of Dzomed's return to treat; 

Nor when he would the 7rojax War relate, 


The Talcof brooding Leda's Eggs repeat. 
Buc 


I4 Horace his Art of Poetry; 
But ſtill to the doſign'd event haſles on, 


And at firſt daſh, as if before'twere known; 
Embarques you in the middle of the Plor, 
And what is unimprovable leaves out, 
And mixes Truth and FiCtion skiltully, 
Thar nothing in the whole may diſagree. 
Whoe're you arc, that ſer your ſelves to write; 
If you expett to have your Audience fit 
Till the fifth AQ be dohe, and Curtain fall ; 
Mind what InſtruCtions I ſhall further tell : 
Our Guile, and Manners alter withonr Age, 
And ſuch they muſt be brought uponthte Stage, 
A Child, who newly lias to Speech attain'd, 
And now can go without the Nurſes hand, 
To play with 'thoſe of his own growth is pleas'd, 
Suddenly angry, and as ſoon appeas'd; 
Fond of new Frifies, andas quickly cloy'd; 
And loaths next hour what hethe laſt enjoy'd. 
The beardleſs Youth from Pedagoguegot looſe, 
Does Dogs and Horſes for his pleaſures chooſe ; 


Yield 
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Yielding, and foft to every print of vice, 
Reſty to thoſe who would his faults chaſtife, 
Careleſs of Profic, of expences vain, 
Haughty, and eaget his deſires r obtain, 
And ſwiftro quit the ſame deſires again. 

Thoſe, who to manly years, and ſenſe ate grown, 
Seck Wealth and Friendſhip, Honour and Renowr: 
And aredifcreet, and fearful how toatt 
What after they muſt altcr and correCt. 

Diſeaſes, ls, and Troubles numberleſs 
Attend old Men, and with thcir Ageincreaſe : 

In pairiful coil chey ſpend their wretched years, 

Srill heaping Wealth, and wich that wealth neiv 
Fond topolleſs, and fearful to enjoy, ( cares; 
Slow, and ſuſpicious in their managry; 

Full of Delays, and Hopes, lovers of eaſe, 

Greedy of life, moroſe, and hard to pleaſe, 
Enviousat Plcaſures of the young and pay, 

Where they themſelyes now want a ftock to play ; 
Il natur'd Cenſors of the preſent Ape, 


And what has paſt ſhace they have quir the Stage : 
5 But 
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But loud Admirers of Queen Bejje's time, 


And what was done when they were in their prime, 
Thus, what our tide of flowing years brings in, 
Still with our ebb of life goes our agen : 
The humors of Fourſcore will neverhir 
One of Fifteen, nor a Boy's part befit 
A full-grown man : it ſhews no mean Addreſs, 
It you the tempers of each Age expreſs. 
Some thingsare beſt ro act, others to tell ; 
Thoſe by the car convey'd, donot fo well, 
Nor half ſo movinglyaffe&t the mind, 
As what we to our cyes pteſentcd find. 
Yer there are many things, which ſhould not come 
fn view, nor paſs beyond the Tiring Room: 
Which, after in expreſſive Language told, 
Shall pleaſe the Audience more, than to behold : 
Ler not Medea ſhew her fatal rage, 
And cur her Childrens Throats upon the Stage: 
Nor Oedipus tear aut his eye-balls there, 
Nor bloudy Atrews his dire Fealt prepare : 


Cadm, 
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Cadmii, nor Progmcheir odd changes take; 

This to a Bird, the other to a Snake : 

Whartever ſo incredible you ſhow; 

Shocks my Belief, and ſtraiglit does nauſeous 


grow. 

Five Acts,no more,nor leſs;your Play muſt have; 
It you'l an handſom Third Days ſhare reccive. 
Let not a God beſummon'd to attend 
On a ſlight erfand; nar on Wire deſcend, 
Unleſs th* importance of the Plot engage ; 
Andletbut Thtee at once ſpeak onthe Stage; 
Be ſure to make the Chorus ſtill promote 
The chief Intriguc and buſineſs of the Plot : 
Betwixt the Acts there muſt be nothing Surg; 
Which does not to the main Dchgn belong : 
The praiſes of the Good mult here be xoldz 


mu, 


The Paſſions curb'd, and foes of Vice cxtoll'd : 


Here Thrift and Temperance, and wholeſomic 
Laws, 


krict Juſtice, and the gentle calms of Peace 
uſt have their Commendations, and Applauſe : 
B 2 And 
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And Praycrs muſt be ſent to Heaven to guide 


Blind Fortunes bleſſings to the juſter ſide, 
To raiſc the Poor, and lower proſp'rous Pride. 

Art firſt the Muſick of our Stage was rude, 
Whilſt in the Cock-Pit and Black Friers it ſtood : 
And this might pleaſe enough in former Reigns, 
A thrifty, thin, and baſhſul Audience : 

When Bxſſy 4 Ambois and his Fultian took, 
And men were raviſh'd with Queen Gordobuc. 
But ſince our Monarch by kind Heaven ſent, 
Brought back the Arts with him from Baniſhment, 
And by his gentle influence gaveincreaſe | 
To all the lratmleſs Luxuries of peace: 
Favour'd by him, our Stage has flouriſh'd too, 
Andevery day in outward ſplendor grew : 

In Muſick, Song, and Dance of every kind, 
And all thegrace of Adtion'ris tefin'd ; 

And ſince that Opera's at length came in, 

Our Players have ſo well improv'd the Scene 
With gallantry of Habir, and Machine , F 
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As makes our Theater in Glory vie 


Wichthe beſt Ages of Antiquity : 

And mighty Rofcius were heliving now, 

Would envy both our Stage, and Atting too. 
Thoſe, who did firſt in Tragedy eſſay 

( When a vile Goat was all the Poets day ) 

Us'd to allay their SubyeCts gravity 

With enterhudes of Mirth, and Raillery : 

Here they brought rough, and naked Saryrs in, 


Whoſe Farce-like Geſture, Motion, Speech, and 
Meen 


Reſemble thoſe of modern Harlequin. 

:cauſe ſuch antick Tricks, and odd grimace, ? 
After their drunken Feaſts on Holidays, 
The giddy and hot-hzaded Rout would plcaſe: ( 
As the wild Featsof Merry Andrews now 
Divert the ſenſlefs Crowd at Barthe!rmew. 

But he, that would in this Mock-way excel, 

And exerciſe the Art of Railing well, 
Had nced with diligence obſerve this Rule 


[n turning ſerious things to ridicule: 
B 3 It 
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If he an Hero, or a God bring in, 


With Kingly Robes and Sceprer lately ſeen, 

Let them not ſpeak, like Burleſque Chatatters, 

The wit of Billing ſgate and 4 emple-ſtairs : 

Nor, while they of thoſe meannelics beware, 

In tearing lines ef Bejazer appear. 

Majeſtick Tragedy as much diſdaing 

Tacondeſcend to low, and trivial ſtrains : _ 

As a Court-Lady thinks her elf diſprac'd 

To Dance with Dowdies at a May-pole-Feaſt. 
If in this kind you will attempt to write, 

You muſt no broad and clowniſh words admit ; 

Nor muſt you fo confound your CharaCters, 

As not to mind whar perſon 'tis appears. 

Take a known Subject, and invent it well, 

And ler your ſtile be ſmooth and natural : 

Though others rhink it eaſic to attaih, 

They'l find it hard, and imitate in yain : 

90 much does method and connexion grace 


The common'ſt things, the plaineſt matters raiſe. 


In 
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In my opinion 'cis abſyrd and odJ, 
To make wild Satyrs, coming from the Wood, 
Speak the 6n2 Language of the Park and Mas, 
As itthey had their Training at Whitehal/ : 
Yet, tho would not have their Words too quaint, 
Much leſs can I allow them impudent : 
For menof Brocding, and of Quality 
Muſt nceds be thock'd with fulſom Ribaldry : 
Which, though it paſs the Footboy and the Cir, 
Is always nauſeous to the Box, and Pit. 

There are but few, who have ſuch $kaiful cars 
To judg of ardleſs, and ill-mcaſured Verſe. 
This till of late was hardly underſtood, 
And ſtill there's too much hberty allow'd. 
But will you theretore be fo much a fool 
To write atrandom, and neglet a Ryle ? 
Or, while your faults arc ſetto general view, 
Hope all men ſhould be blind, or pardon you 2 
Who would not fuch fool-hardinefs condemn, 
V h:re;tho perchiance you may eſcape fromblame, 


Yer praiſe you never canexpett, or claim 2 x 
B 4 There 
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Therefore be ſure your ſtudy to apply 


To the great patterns of Antiquity : 

Ne're lay the Greeks and Romans out of ſight, 

Ply them by day, and think on them by night. 

Rough hobbling numbers were allow'd for Rhime, 

And clenchfor deep conccit in former time : 

Withtoo much paticnce ( not to call it worle ) 

Both were applauded in our Anceſtors : 

If you, or I have ſenſe to. judg aright 

Berwixt a Quibble, and true ſlerling Wir: 

Or er enough to give the difference 

Of ſweet well-ſounding Verſe from dogerel flrains. 
T heſpis (*is ſaid ) did Tragedy devile, 

Unknown before, and rude at its firſt riſe: 

In Carts the Gypſic Actors ſtrowl'd- about, 

Wirth faces ſmear'd with Lees of Wine and Soot,\ 


And through the Towns amus'd the wondring\ 
rout 


Till Aſchylus appearing to the Age, 


Contrivd a Play-houſe, and convenient Stage. 


Found 
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Found out the uſe of Vizards, and a Dreſs 


( An handſomer, and more gentile Diſguiſe ) 
And taughtthe Aors with a ſtately Air, 
And Meen to ſpeak, and Tread, and whatloe're N 
Gave Port, and grandeur tothe Theater. 

Next this ſucceeded ancient Comedy, 
With goqd applauſe, till coomuch liberty 
Uſurp'd by Writers had debauch'd the Stage, 
And made it graw the Grievance of the Ape : 
No merit was ſecure, no perſon free 
From its licentious Buffoonery : 

Till forredreſs the Magiſtrate was fain * 
By Law thoſe Infolencies toreſtrain. 

Our Authors'in each kind their praiſe may claim, 
Who leave no paths untrod, that lead to fame : 
And well they merit ir, who ſcorn'd to be 
So much the Vaſfals of Antiquity, 

As thoſe, who know no better than to cloy 
With the old muſty Tales of 7hebes and Troy » 
Bur boldly -thedull beaten track forfook, 


And Subjects from our Country-ſtory took, - 
th * | or 
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Nor would our Nation leſs in Wit appear, 


Than in its great performances of War ; 
Were there encquragements to bribe our care , 
Weuld ve to file, and finiſh ſpare the pains, 
And add but juſtneſs to our manly ſenſe. 
Bur, Sir, let nothing tempt you to bely 
Your kill, and judgment, by mean flattery : - 
Never pretend to like a piece of Wit, 
But what, you're certain, is correctly writ : 
But what has ſtood all Teſts, aud is allow'd 
By all to be unqueſtionably good. 

Becauſe fome wild Eatluliaſts there be 
Who bar theRules of Art in Poetry. 
Would havcit rapture all, and ſcarce admit 
A man of ſober ſenſc ro bea Wit; 
Others by this conceit have boca maſled 
So much, that they're grown Raaumably mad; 
The Sorts affeft to be retir'd along... 
Court, Solitude aud Converlatioaſhyn, 
Jn dirty Cloarhs, anda wild Gab appear, 
And ſcarce archronghttocur their: Nails and Hair, 
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And hope to purchace aredir and cſteetn, 
Whenhey, like Cromwe!'s Porrer, framick ſeem, 
Strange ! thag che very height of Lunacy, 
Beyond the cure of: Aden, ere ſhould be 

A mark of the Elec in Poerry. 

How tnuch an Aſs am I that us'd to Bleed, 

And take a Purge cach Spring tocleat my Head 2 
None otherwiſe would be fo good as I, 

Ar lofty ſtrains, and rafts of Poetry :] 

But, faith, Iam not yet bfond of Fame, 

To loſe my Reaſon fot a Poets name. 

Tho Imy ſelf amnat difpos'd to write; 

In others I may ſerve t6 ſharpen Wit : 

Acquaint them what a Peet's duty is, 

'| And how he ſhall petfotm it with ſucceſs : 
Wheneethe inaterials fot his work arc fought, 
And how with skilful Art they muſt be wrought : 
And ſhew whar is and is not decency, 


1. | And where his fwalts and excellencies lie. 


Good fenſemyRt he rhe cerrain ſtandard ſil] 
To all chat will pretend to writing well : 
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It you'l arrive at that, you needs muſt be 


Well vers'd-and grounded in.Philoſophy : 
Then chooſea Subject, which you rhrqughly know, 
An. words unſought thercon will cafic flow, 
Whoe're will write, muſt diligently mind 
The ſeveral forts and ranks. of humane kind: 
He that has learqs, what to his Country's due, 
What we to Parents, Fricnds,” and Kindred owe, 
Whatchargea Stateſman, ora Judg docs bear, 
And what the parts of a Commander are ; 
Will never be atloſs ( he may be ſure ) 
To give each perſpn their due portraituce. 
Take humane life for your oziginal, 
Keep but your Draughts to;that,! you'l neverfail, 
Sometimes in Plays, though elfe; but badly writ 
With nought of Force, or Grace,:of Art,or Wir, 
Some one well /humour'd Charafter we meet, 
That takes us.more than all the empry Scenes, 
And jingling toys of morcelaborate Pens. 

Greece had command of Language, Wir and Senſe» 


For cultivating which ſhe ſpar'd no pains : 
Glory 
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Glory her ſole deſign, and all her aim 


Was how to gain here felt immortal Fame : 
Our Engliſh Youth another way are bred, 
They're fitted for a Prentiſhip, and Trade, & 


And Wingate's all the Authors, which they've 
read. 


The Boy has been a year at Writing-School, 
Has learnt Diviſion, and the Golden Rule ; 
Scholar enough ! cries the old doting Fool, 
F'll hold a Piece, hel prove an Alderman, 
And come to fit at Church with's Furs and Chaix. 
Thisis the rop deſign, the only praiſe, 
And ſole ambition of the booby Race : 
Whilethis baſe ſpirit in the Age does reign, 
And men might nought but Wealth and fordid gain, 
Can weexpett or hope it ſhould bring forth 
A work in Poetry of any worth, 
Fit for the learned Bod/ey ro admit 
Among its Sacred Monuments of Wt - 

A Poet ſhould inform us, or divert, 


Bur joyning both he ſhews his ci.e.cſt Art: 
What. 
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Whatever Precepts you pretend to pive, 


Be ſure to lay them down both clear and bricf : 


By that they're caſter far toapprehend, 

By this more faithfully preſerv'd in mind : 

All things ſuperfluous are apt to cloy 

The Judgment, and ſurcharge the Memory. 
Let whatſoe'r of Fiftion you bring in, 

Be fo like Truth, to ſeem ar leaſt akin : 

Do not improbabilitics conceive, 

And hope to ram them into my belief : 

Ne're make a Witch upon the Stage appear, 

Riding enchanted Broomftick through rhe Air: 

Nor Canibal a living Infant pew, 


Which hehad nwrther'd, and devour'd but now. 


Thegraver ſort diſlike all Poercy, 

Which does nor as they call it ) edifice: 

And youthful ſparks as much that Wir diſpiſe, 
Which is not ſtrew'd with pleafant Gieties, 
But he, that has the knack of mingling well 
What isof uſe with what's agreeable, 


That 
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That knows at once how to inſtruct and pleaſe, 


Is juſtly crown'd by all mens ſuffrages : 

Theſe are the works, which valued every where, 
Enrich Pax/'s Church-yard and the Stationer ; 
Theſe admiration through all Nations claim, 
And through all Ages ſpread cheir Author's Fame, 


Yet there are faults wherewith we ought to 
bear ; | 


An Inſtrument may ſometimes chance tojar 


In the beft hand, in ſpight of all its care: 


! 


Nor havel known that skiltful Marks-man yat 
So fortunate, who neyer miſt the White. 

But whereI many excellencies find, 

I'm not ſo nicely critical to mind 

Each ſlight miſtake an Author may produce, 
Which humane frailty juſtly may excuſe. 

Yet he, who having oft been taught to mend 
A Fault, will ſtill purſue it tothe end, 

Is like that ſcraping Fool, who the ſame Note 

Is ever playing, and is cycr out, 


And 


\ 
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And filly as that bubble every whit, 


Who at the ſelf-lame blot is always hir. 
When ſucha lewd incorrigible fot 
Lucks by meer chance upon ſome happy thought 
Among ſuch filchy traſh, I vex to ſce't, 
And wonder how ( the Devil !) he came by't. 
In works of bulk and length we now and then 
May grant an Author to be overſeen : 
Fomer himſelf, how facred e're he is, 
Yet claims not apretence to Faulcleſneſs. 
Poems with Piftures a reſemblance bear ; 
Some ( beſt art diſtance ) ſhun a view too near : 
Others are bolder, and ſtand off to ſight ; 
Theſe love the ſhade,thoſe chooſe the cleareſt light, 
And dare theſuryey of theskilfullſt eyes: 
Some once,and ſome ten thouſand times will pleaſe, 
Sir, though your ſelf ſo much of knowledg own 
In theſe affairs, that you can learn of rione, 
Yermind this certain truth which I lay down : 3 
Moſt Callings elſe do difference allow, of 


Where ordinary Parts, and Skill may do: 'D 
i've 


'va 
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Pye known Phyſicians, who reſpect might claim, 


The they ne'reroſe to Wilis his great fame: 

And there are Preachers who have great tenown. 
Yer ne're come up to Sprat, or Tillotſon : 

And Counſellors, or Pleaders in the Hall 

May have eſtcem, and praCtice, tho they fall 

Far ſhort of ſmooth-rongu'd Finch in Eloquence; 
Tho they want Selder's Learning, YVaughan's ſenſe; 
But Verſe alone does of no mean admit; 

Whoe're will pleaſe, muſt pleaſe us to the height: 
He muſt a Cowley or a Fleckno be, 

For there's no ſecond Rate in Poetry : 

A dull infipid Writer none can bear, 

In every place he is the publick ject; 

And Lumber of the Shops and Statiorfer. 

No man that underſtands t6 make a Feaſt, 
With a coarſe Deſſert will oftend his Gueſt, 

Oc bring ill Muſick in to grate the ear; 
Becauſe'tis what the entertain might ſpare : 

Tis the ſame caſe with choſe that deal in Wir, 


Whoſe main deſign*and end ſhould be delight: 
| © They 


- 
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They muſt by this ſame ſentence ſtand, or fall, 


Be highly excellent, or not at all. 

Inall things elſe, fave only Poetry, 
Men ſhew ſome ſigns of common modeſty : 
You'l hardly find a Fencer ſo unwiſe, 
Who at Bear-garden c're will fight a Prize, 
Not having learnt before : nor at a Wake 
Oae, that wants skill and ſtrength,the Girdle tak 
Or be fo vain the pond'rous Weight to fling, 
For {car they ſhould be hiſs'd our of the Ring, 
Yet every Coxcomb will pretend to Verſe, 
And writein ſpight of nature, and his Stars : 
All ſorts of Subjects challengeat this time , 
The Liberty, and Praperty of Rhime. 
The Sot of honour, fond of being great 
By ſomething elſe than Title, and Eſtate, 
As if a Patent gave him claim to ſenſe, 
O: *rwere entail'd with an Inheritance, 
Believes a caſt of Foot-boys, and a ſet 
Ot Flanders tnaſt adyance him to a Wits 


But 


«a JV f——_ i. + | — 


Horace his Art of Poetry. 33 
But you who have the judgment to deſcry 


Where you excel, which way your Talents lie; 


I'm ſure, will never be induc'd to ſtrain 
Your Genius, or attempt againſt your vein. 
Yet ( this let meadviſe ) it e're you write, 
Let none of your compolures ſee the light, 


Till they've been throughly weigh'd, and paſt rhe 
tk Teit 


Of all thoſe Judges who arc thought the beſt : 


While in your Desk they're lotk'd up from the 
Preſs, 


You've power to correct them as you plcaſc : 

But when they once come forth to view of all, 

Your Faults arc Chronicled, and paſt recall; 
Orpheus the firſt of the inſpired Train, 

By force of powerful numbers did reſtrain 

Mankind from rage, and bloudy cruelty, 

And taught the barbarous world civility, 

Hence roſe the Fiction, which the Poets fram'd, 


|| That Lions were by's runcful Magick tam'd, 


ut C 2 And 
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And Tygers, charm'd by his harmonious lays, A 
Grew gentle, and laid by their ſavageneſs : G 
Hence that, which of Amphion too they tell, Vi 
The pow'r of whoſe miraculous Lute could call - 
The well-plac'd ſtones into the Theban Wall. in 
Wondrous were the effcCts of primitive Verſe, At 
Which ſerled and reform'd the Univerſe: « 
W 


This did all things to their due ends reduce, 


To publick, privacre, ſacred, civil uſe : 


Marriage tor weighty cauſes was ordain'd, 


Thar bridled luſt, and lawleſs Love reſtrain'd : To 
Citics with Walls, and Rampiers were inclos'd, Wi 
And property with wholſom Laws diſpos'd: 
And bounds were fix'd of Equity and Right, " 
To guard weak Innocence from wroagful might. " 
Hence Poets have been held a ſacred name, a 
And plac'd with firſt Rates inthe Liſts of Fame. , 
Next theſe, great Zomer tothe world appear'd, 4 
Around the Globe his loud alarms were heard, A 

0 


Which all the braye to war-like ation fir'd : 


And 


nd 
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And ZHefrod after him with uſeful skill 


Gave Leſſons to inſtrutt che Plough-mans toil. 
Verſe was the language of the gods of old, 

In which their ſacred Oracles were told : 

In Verſe were the firſt rules of vertue taught, 

And Doctrine thence, as now from Pulpits ſought : 
By Verſe ſome have the love of Princes gain'd, 
Who oft vouchſate ſo to be entertain'd, 

And with a Muſe their weighry cares unbend. 

Then think ir no diſparagement, dear Sir, 

To own your ſelf a Member of that Quire, 


Whom Kings eſteem, and Heaven does inſpire. 


Concerning Poets there has been conteſt, 
hether they're made by Art, or Nature beſt : 
ut if I may preſume in this Afﬀair, 
Amongſt the reſt my judgment todeclare, 
o Art without a Genius will avail, 
nd Parts without the help of Arr will fail : 
ut both Ingredients joyntly muſt unirz 


0 make the happy Character complete, 


Cx ? None 
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None at New-market evgr won the Prizc, 


Bur us'd his Airings, and his Exerciſe, 
His Courſes and his Dicts long betore, 
And Wine,and Women for a ime forbore : 
Nor is there any Singing-man, we know, 
Of good Repute in cither Chappe/ now, 


Zut was a Learner once ( hel freely own ) 


And by long Prattice to that Skill has grown : 


But each conceited Dunce, without pretence 
To the leaſt grainot Learning, Parts, or ſenſe, 
Or any thing bur harden'd impudence, 

Sers up for Poctry, and dares engage 

With all the topping Writers of the Age : 

* Why ſhould not he put in among ſl the reſt . 


* Damn him! he [corns to come behind the beſt - 


* Declares himſelf a Wit, and vows to draw 

* On the next man, who &re diſowns him ſo. 
Scriblers of Quality who have Eſtate, 

To gain applauding Fools atany rate, 

Practiſe as many tricks as Shop-keepers 

Totorcea Trade, and pur oft naughty wares 


Same 
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Some hire the Houſe their Follics to expoſe, 


And are at charge to be ridiculous: 

Others with Wing, and Ordinaries treat 

A needy Rabblerocry up their Wit : 

'Tis ſtrange, that ſuch ſhould the truediff rence fin 


Betwixt a ſpunging Knave and faithtul Friend. 


F Take heed how youc're proſtitute your ſenle 


MC 


To ſuch a fawning crew of Sycophants : 

All ſigns of being pleas'd the Rogues will feign, 
Wonder, and bleſs themſelves at every line. 
Swearing, © *7zs ſoft ! 'tis charming ! tis Divive ! 
Here they! look pale, as ir ſurpriz'd, and there 
In a diſguiſc of grict ſqueeze our a tear : 

Oft ſeem tranſported with a ſudden joy, 

Stamp an4 lifr up rheir hands in cxtafie: 

Bur, if by chance your back once turn appear, 
You'l have'em ſtrait put our their tongues in jecr, 
Or point, or gibe you with aſcorntul ſncer. 

As they who truly grieve at Funerals, ſhew 


Leſs outward forrow than hir'd mourners do; 
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Sotrue Admicrers leſs concernment wear 


Before your face than the ſham-Flatrerer. 

They tell of Kings, who never would admit 
A Canfident, or boſom-Fayourite, 
71) toreof Wine had made his ſecrets float, 
An by that means they'd found his temper out : 
*T were well if Poets knew ſome way like this, 
How to diſcerntheir friends from enemies. 

Had you conſulted learned Bey of old, 
He would your faults imparrtially have told : 


« This Verſe correftion wants ( he would have 
ſaid ) 


© And ſo does this: Tf you replied, you had 
To little purpoſe ſeveral trials made ; ' 

He preſently would bid you ſtrike a daſh 

Qn a!l, and pur in berter in the place : 

Burit he found you once a ſtubborn ſort, 
That would not be corrected in a fault ; 

He would no morc his pains and counſel ſpend 
On an abandon d Foo) that ſcorn'd zo mend 3 


Buy 
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But bid you in the Devils name goon, 


And hug your dear impertinence alone. 

A truſty knowing Friend will boldly dare 
Togiye his ſenſe and judgment, whereſoe're 
He ſees a Fault: © Here, Sir, good faith, youre 


low, 
« And muſt ſome heightning on the place beſtow : 
« There, if you mind, the Rhime is harſh, and rough, 
« And ſhould be ſoft ned to go ſmoothlier off : 
«* Tour ſtrokes are here of Varniſh left too bare, 
* Tour Colours there too thick laid on appear : 
« Tour Metaphor is coarſe, that Phraſe not pure, 
* This Word improper, and that ſenſe obſcure. 
In fine, you'l find him a ſtrict Cenſurer, 
That will not your leaſt negligences ſpare 
Through a vain fear of difobliging you: 
They are but ſlight, and trivial things, 'tistrue : 
Yet theſe ſame Trifles ( take a Poets word ) 
Marter of high importance will afford, 


When 
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Whene're by means of them you come to be 


Expos'd to Laughter, Scorn, and Infamy. 

Not thoſe with Lord have mercy on their doors, 
Venom of Adders, or infe&ted Whores, 
Arc dreaded worle by men of ſenſe, and Wit, 
Than a mad Seriblcr in his raving fit : 
Like Dog, whoſe tail is pegg'd into a bone, 
The hooting Rabble all about the Town, 
Purſue the Cur, aund pelt him up and down. 
Should this poor Frantick, as he paſs'd along, 
Intent on's Rhiming work amidſt the throng, 
Into Fleet-Ditch, or ſome deep Cellar fall, 
And till he rent his throat for ſuccour bawl, 
Noone would lend an belping hand art call : | 
For who (the Plague!) could gueſs at his defign, 
Whether he did not for the nonce drop in ? 
I'd tell you, Sir, but queſtioniels you've heard 
Of the odd end of a Sicilian Bard: 
Fond to be deem'd a god, rhis fool ( it ſeems ) 


In's fit leapt headlong into /£txa's Flames. 


Troth, 


Such Poets ſhould baye leave, when c're they 
pleaſe, 


Todie, and rid us of our Grieyances, 
A God's name let'em hang, or drown, or chaoſe 
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| 

| 
What other way they will themſclyes diſpoſe, 


Troth, I could be content an At might paſs, 


Why ſhould we life agaivſt their wills impoſe 
Might that ſame tool I mention'd, nowv revive, 
He would not be reclaim'd, I dare believe, 
But ſoon be playing his old freaks again, 
And ſtill the ſame capricious hopes retain. 

'Tis hard to gueſs, and harder to alledg 
Whether for Parricide, or Sacriledg, 
Or ſome more ſtrange, unknown,and horrid crime, 


Done in their own, or their Fore-fathers time, | 


Rhime : 
But certain 'tis, for ſuch a crack-braind Race 
Bedlam, or Hogs don is the fitteſt place : 
Without their Keepers you had better chooſe 
To meet the Lions of the Tower broke looſe, 


Theſe ſcribling Wretches have been damn'd rol, | 
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Than theſe wild ſavage Rhymers in the ſtreet, 


Who with their Verſes worry all they meet : 

In vain you would releaſe your ſelf; ſo cloſe 

The L--ches cleave, that there's no getting looſe. 
R zmorſ]*{s they tono entreaties yield, 


Till you are withinhumane non-ſenſe kill'd, 


An Imitation of 


HORACE 


—— 


Book I Sartyrxr IX. 


———LSI— — 


Written in June, 1681, 


Iham forte vid ſacra, &c. 


\ S I was walking in the Ma/ of late, 


Alone, and muſing on I know not whart ; 
Comes a familiar Fop, whom hardly 1 
Knew by his name, and rudely ſeizes me: 
Dear Sir, I'm mighty glad to meet with you : 
And pray, how have you done this Age, or two ? 
« Well I thank God ( ſaid | ) as times are now: 
& Twiſh the ſame to you. And ſopaſsd on, 


Hoping with this the Coxcomb would be gone. 
Bur 
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But when I faw I could not thus get free; 


I ask'd, what buſineſs elſe he had with me 2 

Sir (anſwered he ) f Learning, Parts, or Senſe 
Merit your friendſhip ; T have juſt pretence, 

* [ honour you ({aid I ) upon that ſcore, 

*« And ſhall be glad to ſerve you to my power. 
Mean time, wild to get looſe, I try all ways 
To ſhake him off: Sometimes I walk apace, 
Sometimes ſtand ſtil]: I frown, I chafe, 1 fret, 
Shrug, turn my back, asin the Baigno, ſweat : 
And ſhew all kind of ſigns ro make him gueſs 
At my impaticnce, and uncaſineſs. 

« Fappy the folk in Newgate | ( whiſper'd I) 

* FWho, tho in Chains are from this torment free + 
© Wou'd I were like rough Manly in the Play, 

« To ſend Impertinents with kicks away. / 

He all the while baits me with tedious char, 
Speaks much about the drought,and how the rate | 
Ot Hayis rais'd, and what it now goes at : 
Tells me of a new Comet at the Hague, 


Portending God knows what, a Dearth, or Plague + 
Names 
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Names every Wench, that paſſes through the Park, 


How much ſhe is allow'd, and who the Spark, 
That keeps her : points, who lately got a Clap, 
And who at the Groom-Porters had ilt hap 
Three nights agoin play with ſuck a Lord : 
When he obſerv'd, I minded not a word, 

And did no anſwer to his traſh afford ; 

Sir, I perceive you ſtand on Thorns ( ſaid he) 
Andl fain would part : but, faith, it muſt not be: 
Come, let us take a Bottle, (1 cried )© No; 

« Sir, 1 am in a Courſe, and dare not now. 

Then tell me whether you deſire to go: 

Pl wait upon you. © Oh ! Sir,'"tis too far : 

« Twvifit croſs the Water : therefore ſpare 

« Tour needleſs trouble.T rouble ! Sir,'tis none : 
'Tis more by half to leave you here alone, 

I have no preſent buſineſs to attend, 


| Ar leaſt which I'l not quit for ſuch a Friend: 


Tell me not of the diſtance : for I vow, 
I'll cut the Line, doable the C ape for you, 


Gocd 
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Good faith, I will not leave you : make no words 


Go you toLambeth 2 1s it to my Lords ? 
His Steward I moſt intimately know, 

Hare often drunk with his Comptroſler too: 
By this I found my Wheadle would not paſs, | 


But rather ſerv'd my ſuffrings to increaſe : 
And ſecing 'twas in vain to vex, or fret, « 
I patiently ſubmirted to my Fate. 


Strait he begins again : Sir, if you knew 


My worth but half ſo throaghly as I do; a 
Pm ſure, you would not value any Friend 7 
Tou have, like me: but that I won't commend S 
My ſelf, and my own Talents; Tmight tel N 
Flow many ways to wonder I excel. B 
None has a greater gift in Poetry, 7 
Or writes more Verſes with more eaſe than I : L 
I'm grown the envy of the men of Wit, 

Tkilld ev'n Rocheſter with grief, and ſpight : W 
Next for the Dancing part T all ſurpaſs, 44a 
St. Andrew never mov'd with ſucha grace : v7 


And \. 


1d |. 


Horace $# Art of Poetry. 47 
And'tis well known, when ere I fing, or ſet; 
Humphreys, or Blow could ever match me yer. 
HerelT got room to interrupt : * Fave you 
* A Mother, Sir, or Kindred living now? 
Not one : they are all dead. © Troth, folgueſt : 
«* The happier they( ſaid I ) who are at reff. 
« Poor I amonly left unnarder d yet : 
« Haſte, I beſeech you, and diſpatch me quite : 


* For 1 am well tonvinc'd, my time is come : 


hen I was young, a Gypfie told my doom; 
This Lad ( ſaid ſhe, and look'd upon-my hand ) 
Shall not by Sword, or Poyſon tome t0's thd, 
Nor by the Fever, Dropfie, Gout, of Stone, 
But he ſhall die by an eternal T ongae : 
Therefore, when he's grown up, if he be wiſe, 
Let him avoid great Talkers, I adviſe, 
By this time we were got to Weſtminſter, 
Where he by chancea Trial had to hear, 
And, if he were nor there, his Cauſe muſt fall 


| Sir, if you love me, flep into the Hall 


D For 
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For one half hour, © The Devil take me now, 


« Said 1 ) if 1 know any thing of Law: - 
&« Befides Itold you whither I'mto go. 
Hereat he made a ſtand, pull'd down his Hat 
Over his eyes, and mus'd in deep debate : 
I'm in aſtraight (faid he ) what I ſhalldo: 
Whether forſake my bufineſs, Sir, or you. 
« Me by all means ( ſay I) No (ſays my Sot } 
I fear you take-it ill, If I ſhould do't : 
Pm ſure, you will. * Not I, by all that's good, 
But I've more breeding, than-to be ſo rude. 
« Pray,don'c negte&t your own concerns for me : 
'© Tour Cauſe good Sir! My Cauſe be damn'd(fays he) 
Twalue't lefs than your dear Company. 
With this he came np to me, and would lead 
The way ; I ſneaking after hung my head. 
Next he begins to plague nic with the Ph, 
As\s, whether were known to Oats of not? 
« Net 1,"thank Heaven ! Tno Prieſt have'been: 


« Fave never Doway, nor St, Omers ſeen, | 
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What think you, Sir ; will they Fitz-Harris try? ? 


Will he die, think you ? Tes, moſt certainly. 
I mean, be hang'd. © Would thou wert ſo ( wiſh'd Fi $ 
Religion came in next ; tho lie'd no more 

Than the French King, his Punk, or Confeſſor. 

Oh ! the ſad times, if once the King ſhould die ! 

Str, are you not afraid of Popery ? 


*® No more than my Superiors : why ſhould I # 
« Pre no Eſtate in Abby-Lands to loſe, 

But Fire, and Faggot, Sir, how like you thoſe ? 
* Come Inquiſition, 4xy thing ( thoughitl ) 

2:0] © So Heavn would Bleſs me to get rid of thee : 
ep © But "tis ſome comfort, that my Hell is here 
* I need no puniſhment bereafter fear. 

Scarce had I thoughr, but he falls on anew 
How ſtands ty Sir, betwixt his Grace, and yout Z 
« Sir, he's a-man of ſenſe above the Crowd, 

« And (huns\the Converſe of a Multitade. 
Ay, Sir,( Says be) you re happy, who are near 


His Grace, and have the favour of his car : 
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But let m2 tell you, if yew'l recommend 

T bis perſon here, your point will ſoow be gain'd. 
Gad, Sir, I1l die, if my own fingle Wit 

Don't Fob his Minions, and diſplace 'em quite. = 
And make your ſelf his only Favourite. ' 
*« No, you are out abundantly (faidI ) s 
« We live not, as you think : no Family . 
* Throughout the whole three Kingdoms is more free 

« From thoſe ill Cuſtoms, which are us'd to ſwarm Bb 
* In great mens houſes ; none ere does me harm, T1 
« Becauſe more Learned, or more Rich, than IT : G 
** But each man keeps his Place, and his Degree. _ 
'Tis mighty ſtrange (lays he ) what you relate, Ar 
« But nothing truer, take my word for that. Ger 
Tou make me long to be admitted too No 
Amorgſt his Creatures : Sir, [beg, that you At 
Willſtand my Friend : Tour Intereſt is ſuch, Net 
Tou may prevail, I'm ſure, you can domnch. : 
He's ene, that may be won upon, Fre heard, oe! 


The at the firſt approach acceſs be hard. 
PII 
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Dll ſpare no trouble of my own, or Friends, 


Nocoft in Fees, and Bribes togain my ends : 
Tl ſeek all opportunities to meet 
1 With him, accoft him in the very ſtreet : 


Hang on his Coach, and wait upon him home, 
Fawn, Scrape and Cringe to him, nay, to his Groom. 
Faith, Sir, this muſt be done, If we'll be great: 
Preferment comes not at acheaper rate. 
While at this Savage rate he worried me; 
By chance a Doctor, my dear Friend came by, 
That knew the Fellow's humour paſſing well : 
Glad of the fight, Ijoyn him; we ſtand ſtill : 
Whence came you,Sir 2 and whither go you now? 
And ſuch like queſtions paſs'd betwixt us two : 
Straicl begin ro pull kim by the ſleeve, 
Nod, wink upon him, tonch my Noſe, and give 
Athoufand hints, ro let him know, thac 1 
Needed his help for my delivery : 

c, naughty Wag, with an Arch flecring ſmile 


cems ignorant of what I mean the while ; 
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I grow ſtark wild withrage. © Sir, ſaid not you, 


« You d ſomewhat to diſcourſe, not long ago, 
«* With me in private ? I remember't well: 
Some other time, be ſure, I will not fail: 
Now 1 am in great haſte upon my word : 
A Meſſenger came for me from a Lord, 
That's in a bad condition, like to die. 
© Oh! Sir, hecan't be in a worſe, than I: 
* Therefore for God's ſake do not ſtir from hence, 
Sweet Sir ! your pardon : *tis of conſequence : 
F hope you're kinder than to preſs myſtay, 
Which may be Feav'n kyows what out of m 1 way. 
This faid, he left me to my murderer : 
ceingno hopesof my relief appear; 
* Confounded be the Stars (faid I ) that ſway'd 
*« This fatal day ! would I had kept my Bed 
* With fickneſs, rather than been wifited 
* With this worſe Plagne ! what i/] have Te're done 
& To pull this curſe, this heavy Fudgment down ? 


While I was thus lamenting my ill hap, 


The 


The 
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The Raſcal on the back : © Here take your Fees, 


% Kind Gentlemen ( ſaid T) for my releaſe... 

He would have had me Bail. r Excuſe me, Sir, 

&« Poe made a Vow nere to be S urety Ne : 

* My Father was undone by't heretofore, | 
Thus I got off, and bleſs'd the Fates that he 
Was Pris'ner made, I ſet at liberty. 
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—— on 


Paraphraſe upon 


HORACE 


Book L Ove —_ 


Mt 


Quid dedicatum poſeie Apollinem 
Vates? &c. 


[. 
7 Hat does the Poet's modeſt Wiſh rcc- 


quire ? 
What Boon does he of gracious Heav'n deſire 2 
Not the large Corps of E/ham's goodly Soil, 
Which tire the Moyer's, and the Reaper's toil ; 
Not the ſoft Flacks, on hilly Corſwold fed, 
Nor Lemfeer Fields with living Fleeces clad : 
He does not ask the Grounds, where gentle 


T bames, 


Or Severn ſpread their far'ning Streams. 
Where 


CY» 


le 
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Where they with wanton windings play, 
And eat their widen'd Banks inſcaſibly away : 
He does not ask the Wealth of Lombard:ſtreet, 
Which Conſcicaces, and Soulsare pawn'd to gat.. 
Nor thoſe exhauſtleſs Mines of Gold,. 
Which Gujzny and Perzin their rich boloms hold. 


yT 
Let thoſe thar live inthe Canary Iles, 
Qa which indulgent Natureever ſmiles, 
Take pleaſurein their plentoous Vintages, 
And fromthe juicy Grape its racy Liquor preſs : 
Ler wealthy Merchants, when they Dine, 
Runo're their coſtly names of Wine, 


Their Cheſts of Florence, and their Monr- 
Alchine. 


Their Mants, Champagns, Chablees, Frontiniacks tell, 
Their Aums of Hock, of Backrag and Moſedle : 
He envies not their Luxury ; 


"= they with ſo much pains, and danger 
J: 


For 
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For. which {© many Storms, and Wrecks they 
bear, 


For which they paſs the Streights fo oft each 
year, 6 IN 


And ſcape fo narrowly the Bondage of Argier, 


3- 
He wants no Cyprus Birds, nor Orto/ans, 
Nor Daintics fetch'd from far to pleaſe his Senſe, 


Cheap wholfom Herbs content his frugal 
Board. 


The food of unſaln Innocence, 
Which the mcan'ſt Village Garden does afford ; 
Grant him, kind Heav'n, the ſum of his deſires, 
What Nature, not what Luxury requires: 
Heonly doesa Competency claim, 
'And, when he has it, wit touſe the ſame: 


Grant him found Health, impaird by no Diſ- 
EalCc, 


Nor by hisown Exceſs: 
Lect him in ſtrength/ of Mind, and Body live, / 
"a; 20t his Reaſon, nor his Senſe ſarviye : 
His 
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His Age (if Age he &'re muſt liveto lee ) 
Let it from want, Contempt, and Care be free. 
But not from Mirth, and the delights of Poetry, 
Grant him but this, he's amply ſarisfid, 
And feorns whatever Fate can give beſide: 


———— 
ti” oo r——__— —— 
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a nao 


Eheu fugaces, Poſthume, Pofthume, 
Labuntur anni, &c, 


x. 
Las !dear Friend, alas! time haſtes away, 

Nor is it in our pow'r to bribe its ay : 
The rolling years with conſtant motion run, 
Lo! while I ſpeak, the preſent minute's gone, 
And following hours urge the foregoing on. 

'Tis not thy Wealrh, 'tis not thy Power, 
'Tis not thy Picty can thee ſecure : 

They're all too feeble to withſtand 


Grey Hairs,approaching Age,and thy avoidleſsend. 
When 


la 


An 


Horace hu Art of Poetry. "$9 
When orice thy fatal Glaſs is run, 


When once thy utmoſt Thread is ſpun, 
Twill then be fruicleſs to expe Reprieve: 

Could'ſt thou ten thouſand Kingdoms give 
I purchaſe for cach hour of longer life, 

They would not buy one gaſp of breath, 
Not moyeone jor incxorable Death, 


2, 

All the vaſt ſtock of hamane Progeny, 

Which now like ſwarms of Inſcas a 2wl. 
Upon the Surface of Earth's ſpacious Ball, 
Muſt quit this Hillock of Mortality, 

Andin its Bowels buricd lic. 
The mighticſt King, and proudeſt Potentate, 
Infpight of all his Pomp, and all his State, 
Muſt pay this neceſſary Tribute unto Fate. 
The buſlie, reſtleſs Monarch of the times, which now 

Keeps ſuch a porher, and ſo much adg 
To fill Gazettes alive, 


And after in ſome lying Annal to ſurvive ; 
Ev'n 
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__ He, ey'n that great mortal Man muſt 
ie, 


And ſtink, and rotas well as thou, and I, 
As well as the poor tatter'd Wretch, that begs his 
| bread 


F 


And is with feraps out of the common Baskert fed. 
z- | | 
In vain from dangers of the bloudy Field we keep, 
In vain we eſcape 
Theſultry Line, and ſtormy Cape, 

And all the treacheries of rhe faithlefs Deep: * 
In yain for health to forein Countrics we repair, 

And change our Engliſh fot Mompellier Air, 

In hope to eave our fears of dying there : 

In vain with coftly far-ferch'd Drugs we ſtrive 

To keep the wafting vital Lamp alive: | 

In vain on Doors feeble Art rely ; | 
Agpinll reſiſtleſs Death there is no remedy : 

"Both we, and they for all their $kill muſt dic, 
And fill alike the Bed rols of Mortality | 


Ti | 4s Thou | 


ni 1* 
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Thou muſt,thou muſt reſign to Fate, my Friend, 
And leave thy Houſe, thy Wilc,aid| Family behind: 

Thou muſt thy fair, and goodly Mannorgje 

Oftheſe thyTreesthou ſhal t with thee t ike, 

Savejuſt as much as will thy Coffin make : 
Nor wilt thou be allow'd of all thy Land, to have, 

But the ſmall pitrance of a ſix-foot Grave. 


Then ſhall thy prodigal young Heir 

Laviſh the Wealth, which chou for m_ a = 

Haſt hoarded up with ſo my; pains and Þ rare: 

Then ſhall he drain thy Cellargof their Stores, 
Kept ſacred now as yaultsof buried Anceſtors: 

- Shall fer th' enlarged Butts ah, liberty, - 

Which there cloſe Pris'ners ungler.durance lis 

And waſh theſe ſtately Floors with better Wine 
Than that of conſecrated Pcelaves when they dine. 


F a, 
LR. 


The PRAISE of 


HOME R 


. ODE. 


T, 


Ail God of Verſe! pardon that thus Take in 
vain 
Thy facred, everlaſting Name, 
And in unhallow'd Lines blaſpheme: 


Pardon that with ſtrange Fire thy AlcarsI profane. 


Hail thou! to whom we mortal Bards our Faith 
ſubmit, . 


Whom we acknowledg our fole Text, and. holy 


Writ : 
None other Judg infallible we own, 


But Thee, who art the Canon of authentick Wir 
alone. 


Thou 


er'T 


Fr 
T 
T! 


At 


th 
ly 


ir 
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Thou art the uncxhauſted Ocean, whence 


Sprung firſt, and ſtill do flow th' eternal Rills of 
ſenſe : 


To none bur Thee our Art Divine we owe, 
From whom it had its Riſe, and full Perfection too. 
Thou art the mighty Bank, that ever do'ſt ſupply 


Throughout the world the whole Poctick Com- 
pany : 

With thy vaſt ſtock alone they traffick for a 
name, 


And ſend their glorious Ventures our to all the 
Coaſts of Fame, 


2, 

How trulier blind was dull Antiquity, 

Who faſten'd that unjuſt Reproach on Thee ? 
Whocan the ſenſle(s Talc belieye 2 

Who can to the falſe Legend credit give 2 


Qr think thou wantedſt ſight, by whom all otlicts 
ſee? 


What Land, or Region, how remote loe'te, 


Dozs not ſo well deſcrib'd in thy great Draughts 
appear, 


g The 
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That cach thy native Country ſeems to be, 


And each rhaye been ſurvey'd, and meaſur'd our 
By thee ? 


Whatever Earth does in her pregnant Bowels bear, 
Oron her fruirful Surface wear ; 
What e're the ſpacious Fields of Air contain, 
Or tarextended Territories of rhe Main ; 
Is by thy skiltu! Pencil ſo cxaGtly ſhown, 


We ſcarce diſcern where thou, or Nature beſt has 
drawn, 


Nor is thy quick all-piercing Eye 
Or check'd, or bounded here: 
Bur farther does ſurpaſs, and farther does deſcry : 
Beyond the Travels of the Sun, and Year. 
2yond this glorious Scene of ſtarry Tapeſtry, 
Where the vaſt Purliews of the Sky, 


And boundleſs waſtc of Nature lies, 


Thy Voyages thou mak'fſt, and bold Difcoveries. 


What there the Gods in Parliament debate, 
What Votes, or Atts i'th'Heav'nly Houles paſs, 


By Thee fo well communicated was 


AS 
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As if thou'dſt been of that Cabal of State, 


As if Thou hadſt been ſworn the Privy-Counlcllor 


of Fare. 
3 
What Chief,who docs thy Wartior's great Exploits 
lurvey, 


Will not aſpire to Deeds as great as they ? 
Whar generous Readers would he not inſpire 


With the ſame gallant Heat, the ſame ambitious 
Fire ? 


Methinks from da's top with noble Joy I view 
The warlike Squadrons by his daring Condut led, 
[ ſce tl immortal Hoſt engaging on his ſide, 
And him the bluſhing Gods out-do. 
Where c'rc he does his dreadful Standards bear, 


Horror ſtalks in the Van, and Slaughter in the 
Rere. 


Whole Swarths of Encmies his Sword docs 
mow, 


And Lim's of mangled Cliiefs his paſſage 
ſtrowv, 


And flouds of reeking Gore the Field o're- 


flow : 
E 2 Whils 
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Whi le Heavn's dread Monarch from his Throne 
of State, 


V'ith high concern upon the. Fight looks down, 
And wrinkles his Majeſtick Brow into a Frown, 
To {ce bold Man, like him, diſtribute Fate. 
4. 


While the great Macedonian Youth in Non-age 
grew, 


Not yet by Charter of his years ſet free 
From Guardians, and their ſlaviſh tyranny, 

No Tutor, but the Budg Philoſophers he knew : 
And well enough the grave, and uſc{ul Tools 
Might ſerve torcad him LeCtures, and to pleaſe 

With unintelligible Jargon of the Schools, 

And airy Terms and Notions of the Colleges : 


They might the Art of Prating, and of Brawling 
ceacin, 

And ſome infipid Homilics of Vertue preach: {| 

Bur when the mighty Pupil had outgrown | 

Tacir multy Diſcipline, when manlier Thoughts 
pollets'd 

His generous Prince:y Broaſt, | 

Now! 


At 


ne 


1, 
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Now ripe tor Empire, and a Crown, 
And filFd with luſt of Honour, and Renown; 
He then learnt to contemn 
The deſpicable things, the men of Flegm: 
Strait he to the dull Pcdants gave releaſe, 
And a more noble Maſter ſtraic rook place : 
Thou, who the Grecian Warriour fo coula'!t prailz, 
As might in him juſt envy raiſe, 


Who ( one would think ) had been himſelt too 
high 


To envy any thing of all Mortality, 
"Twas thou that raught'it him Leſſons lofticr far, 
The Art of Reigning, and the Art of War: 
And wondrous was the Progreſs,which he made, 


While he the Atts of thy great Pattern read : 


21 The World too narrow tor his boundlcis Conquells 


grew, 
He Conquer'd one,and wiſh'd,and wept for new : 


From thence he did thole Miracles produce, 


And Fought, and Vanquiſh'd by the ConJuct of a 


Mulc, 


{/ 
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No wonder rival Nations quarrelPd for thy Birth, 
A Prize of greater and of higher worth 
Than that which led whole Greece,and 41a forth, 
Thaa that, for which thy mighty Hero fought, 


And 7roy with ten years War, and its DeſtruCtion 
bought, 


Well did they think ic noble to have bore that 
Name, 


Which thc whole world would with ambition claim: 
Well did they Temples raiſe 
To Thee,at whom Naturcher ſclt ſtood in amaze, 
A work, ſhe never tried tro mend, nor cou'd, 


In which miſtaking Man, by chance the formd a 
God. 


How gladly would our willing ſe reſign 
Her fabulous Arthur, and her boaſted Conſtantine, 
And half her Worthies of the Norman Line, 


And quit the honour of their Births to þeenſur'd ts 
Thine 2 
How juſtly might ir the wiſe choice approve. 
Prouder in this than Crete to have brought forth 


Almighty Jove ?, 
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6. 
Unhappy we, thy Briti/þ Oft-ſpring here, 
Who ſtrive by thy greatModel Monuments to rear: 
In vain. for worthleſs Fame we toil, 
That's pent in the ſtrait limits of a narrow 7le : 
Jn vain our Force, and Art we ſpend 
With noble labours to enrich our Land, 


Which none beyond our Shores vouchſale to un- 


derſtand. 
Bethe fair ſtruQturene'r ſo well deſign'd, 
The parts with ne'r ſo much proportion joyn'd ; 
Yet forcign Bards ({uch is their Pride, or Prejudice) 


All the choice Wormanſhip for the Materials ſake 
deſpiſe. 


Burt happier thou thy Genius didſt diſpence 
In Language univerſal as thy ſenſe: 


All the rich Bullion, which thy Sovcraign Scamp 
does wear 


On every Coaſt of Wir docs equal value bear, 
Allow'd by all, and currantevery where. 
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No Nation yet has been fo barbarous found, 


Where thy tranſcendent Worth was not re. 
nown'd. 


Throughout the World thou art with Wonder 
- Wk ey 


Where ever Learning does its Commerce ſpread, 
Where ever Fame with all herTongues can ſpeak, 


Where ever the bright God of Wit does his vaſt 
| Journics take, 


7. 
Happy above Mankind that envied Name, 
Which Fare ordain'd to be thy glorious Theme : 
What greater Gift could bountcous Heaven be- 
| ſtow 
On its chief Favourite below 2 


What nobicr Trophy could his high Deſerts be 
"= 


Thanthcſe thy vaſt creed Pyramids of Wir 2 
: Not Statutes caſt in ſolid Braſs, 


Nos thoſe, which Art in breathing Marble docs cx- 
preſs, 


Can boaſt an equal Life, or laſtinsncts 


Ll” Wis!) 
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With their well-poliſh'd Images, which claim 


A Nich in thy Majeſtick Monuments of Fame. 
Here their embalm'd incorruptib!e memories 

Can proudeſt Lowvres, and Eſcurials deſpile, 
Andall the needleſs helps of Agyprs coſtly Vani- 


rics, 
No Blaſts of Heaven, or Ruine of the Spheres, 
Notall the wafhing Tides of rolling years, 


Nor the whole Race of batr'ring time ſhall e're wear 
our 


The great Inſcriptions, which thy Hand has 
wrought, 


Here chou, and they ſhall live, and bear anendleſs 
datc, 


Firm, as enroll'd in the eternal Regiſter of Fate. 
For cycr curſt be that mad Emperour, 
(Andcurſs'd enoughheis be lure ) 
May futurc Poets on his hated Name 
Shed all thcir Gall, and fouleſt Infamy, 
And may it here ſtand branded with eternal ſhame, 


- Whothought thy Works could mortal be, 


And ſought the glorious Fabrick to deſtroy : 
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In this (could Fate permit it to be done) 


His damned Succeſſor he had out-gone, F 
Who Rumeand all its Palaces in Aſhes laid, 
And the great Ruins with a ſavage Joy ſurvey'd: 


He burnt but what might be re-built and richer 
made. 


But had the impious Wiſh ſucceeded here, 
'T had raiz'd what Age, nor Art coulde're repair, | © 


Not that vaſt univerſal Flame, 


Which at the final Doom 
This beauteous Work of Nature muſt conſume, - 
And Hecav'nand all its Glories in one Urn entomb, 
Will burn a nobler, or more laſting Frame : 
As firm, and ſirong as thatit ſhall endure, | 
| 


Throughall the Injurics of Time ſecure, 


Nor die, till the whole world its Funeral Pile be- Y 
come. A 

Y 
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eA Paſtoral, in Imitation of the Greek 
of Moſchus, bewailing the Death 
of the Earl of RocayesTER. 


Ourn all ye Groves, in darker ſhades be 


ſcen, 


Let Groans be heard, where gentle Winds have been: 
Ye Albion Rivers, weep your Fountains dry, 

And all ye Plants your moiſture ſpend,and die : 

Ye melancholy Flowers, which once were Men, 
Lament, until you be transform'd agen : 

Let every Roſe pale as the Lilly be, 

And Winter Froſt ſeize the Avemone : 


But 


” 
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But thou, O Zyacinth, more vigorous grow 


In mourniul Letters thy ſad glory ſhow, 
Enlarge thy grict, and flouriſh in thy wo : 
For Bron, the beloved Bron 's dead, 

His voice is gone, his tunetul breath is fled. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
Mourn ye ſweet Nightingales in the thick Woods, 
Tell the ſad news to all the Britiſh Floods : 
Scc itte 1s, and to Cham convey'd, 
To Thames, to Humber, and toutmoſt 7 weed : 
Annd bid them wat the bitter tidings on, 
How B's dead, how the lov'd Swain is gone, 
And with him all the Art of graceful Song, 

Come al ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 

Ferſe 
W:th never fading Garlands, never.dying Verſe. 


Yc _ Swans, that haunt the Brooks, and 
"Spr 


nos 
od Sy 


Pinc with ſad grig, and droop your lickly Wings : 


In 
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In doleful notes the heavy loſs bewail, 

Such as you ſing at your own Funeral, 

Such as you ſung when your lov'd Orpheas fell. 
Tell itit to all the Rivers, Hills, and Plains, 
Tell it to all the Britiſh Nymphs and Swains, 
And bid them too the diſmal tydings ſpread 
Of Bion's fate, of England's Orpheus dead, 


Come all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands,never-dying Verſe. 
No more, alas! no more that lovely Swain 
Charms with his tunetul Pipe the wondring Plain : 
Ccaſt are thoſe Lays, ceaſt are thoſeſprightly airs, 
That woo'd our Souls into our ravifh'd Ears: 
For which the liſt'ning ſtreams forgot to run, 
And Trees lean'd their attentive branches down : 
While the glad Hills, loth the ſweet ſounds to loſe, 
Lengthen'd in Echoes cvery heav'nly cloſe. 
Down to the melancholy Shades he's.gone, 


And there to Lethe's Banks reports his moan; 


Nothing 
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Nothing is heard upon the Mountains now 


But penſive Herds that for their Maſter low: 
Stragling and comfortleſs about they rove, 
Unmindfal of their Paſture, and their Love. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe, 


With never-fading Garland, never-dying Verſe. 
For thee, dcar Swain, for thee, his much-loy'd Son, 
Does Phebus Clouds of mourning black put on : 
For thee the Satyrs and the ruſtick Fauns 
Sigh and lament through all the Woods and Lawns: 
For thee the Faries grieve, and ceaſe to dance 
In ſportful Rings by night upon the Plains : 
The water Nymphs alike thy abſence mourn, 
And all their Springs to tcars and ſorrow rurn : 
Sad Eccho toodoes in deep ſilence moan, 
Since thou att mute, ſince thou art ſpeechleſs grown: 
She finds nought worth her pains to imitate, 
Now thy ſweet breath's ſtopt by untimely fate : 
Trees drop their Leaves to dreſs thy Funeral, 


And all their Fruit before its Autums fall : 
Fic 


 » i 
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Each Flower fades, and hangs its wither'd head, 


And ſcorns to thrive, or live, now thou art dead : 
Their bleating Flocks no more their Udders fill, 
The painful Bees negleCt their wonted toil : 
Alas! what boots it now their Hives to ſtore 
With the rich ſpoils of every plunder'd Flower, 
when thou, that waſt all ſweetneſs, art no more ? 
Come ,all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe, 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
Ne'r did the Dolphins on the lonely Shore 
In ſuch loud plaints utter their grief before: 
Never in ſuch fad Notes did Philomel 
To the relenting Rocks her ſorrow tell: 
Ne'ron the Beech did poor Alcyone 
So weep, when ſhe her floating Lover ſaw: 
Nor that dead Loycr, to a Sea-fowl turn'd, 


Upon thoſe Waves, where he was drown'd, fo 
mourn'd: 


Nor did the Bird of Memnon with uch oricf 


Bedew thoſe Aſhes, which late gave him lite : 
As 
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As they did now with vying grict bewail, 


As they did all lament dear B7or's fall. 


Come all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garland's, never-dying Verſe. 
In every Wood, on every Tree, and Buſh 
The Lark, the Linnet, Nightingale, and Thruſh, 
And all the ſcather'd Choir, that us'd to throng 
In liſ'ning Flocks to learn his well-run'd Song, 
Now cach in the ſad Conſort bear a part, 
And with kind Notes repay their Teachers Art : 
Ye Turtles too (I charge you ) here aſſiſt, 
Letnot your murmurs in the crowd be miſt : 
To the dear Swain do not ungrateful prove, 
That taught you how to ſing, and how to love. 


Come ail ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd 's 
Her/e 
With never-fading Garlaads, never-dying Verſe, 
Whom haſt thou left bchind thee, skilful Swain, 


That dares aſpire to reach thy matchleſs ſtrain? 


Who 
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Who is there after rhee, that dares pretend 


Raſhly totake thy warbling Pipe, in hand 2 
Thy Notes remain yet freſh inevery car, 

And give us alldelight, and all deſpair: 

Pleas'd Eccho ſtill does 6n them wedirare, 

And to the whiſtling Reeds their ſounds ropieat: 
Pan only ere can equal thee 1n Song, 

That task does only to great Par belong : 

But Pas himſelf perhaps will fear to try, 

Will fear perhaps to be our-done by thee. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Sheoherd' 5 
F{erſe 


With never fading Garlands, newer-dying Verſe; 
FairGalatea roo laments thy death, 
Laments the ccaſing of thy tuneful breath : 
Oir-ſhe, kind Nymph, reſorted heretofore 
To hearrhy artful meaſures fromthe ſhore : 
Not harſh like the rude Cyr/2ps were thy lays; 
Whoſe grating ſounds did her ſoft ears dilpleaſs : 
Such was the force of thy enchantitig tongue, 
That ihe for evcr could haye heard thy Song, 

F = 


$o Tis Paſtorals out of the Greek. 

And chidthe hours, that did fo ſwiftly rin, 
Ard rhought the Sun too haſty to go down, 
Now does that lovely Nereid for thy ſake 
The Sea, aitd all her fellow Nymphs forſake: 
Penfive upoii the Beach, ſhe ſits alone, 


And kindly tetids the Flocks from which thou'rt 
gone. 


Come ail ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garland, never-dying Verſe. 

With thee, ſweet Bion, all the grace of Song, 
And all the uſes boaſted Art is gone : 
Murtc is thy Voice, which could all heartscommand, 
Whoſe pow'r no Shepherdeſs could c're withſtand » 
All the ſott weeping Loves about thee moan, 
At once their Mothers darling, and their own: 

carer waſt thou to Yerus than her Loves, 
Than her charm'd Girdle, than her faithful Doves, 
Than the laſt gaſping Kiſſes, which in death 
Adonis gave, and withthem gave his breath. 
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This, Thames, ah! this is now the ſecond loſs, 


For whichin tearsthy weeping Current flows : 
Spencer, che'Muſes glory, wear before, 

He paſs'd long ſince to the Elyfar ſhore: 

For him( they fay )tor him, chy dear-lov'd Son, 
Thy Waves did long in ſobbing murmurs groan, \ 
Long fill'd the Sea with their complaint, and 


moan 

But now, al#s! thon dofſt afreſh bewail, 
Another Son does now thy forrow call : 

To part with-either thou alike waſt loth, 

Both dear to Thee; dear to the Fountains both 
He largely drank the Rills ot ſacred Cham, 
And this no leſs of 7{snobler Nream: 

He ſung of Hero's, and of hardy Kniofits 
Far-fam'd in Battels, and tenown'd Exploits : 


This meddled not with bloudy Fights, and 
Wars; 


Pan was his Song, a:1d Shepherds liarnilefs jats, 
Loyes peaceful combars, and its gentle cares. 


P F 3 Love 
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Love ever wasthe ſubject of his Lays; 


And his ſoft Lays did Yexw ever pleale..'.. 


Come all ye Muſes; come adorn” the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying vaſe. 
Thou, ſacred Bion, art lamented more Wo 
Than all our tuneful Bards, that dy'd before : 

Old Chaucer, who firſt taught the uſe of Verſe, 
No longerhas the tribute of our tears: 

Milton, whoſe Muſe witlr ſuch a daring flight 

Led out the warring Seraphims to fight: 

Bleſt Cowley too, who-on the banks of. Cham 

So ſweetly ſigh'd his wrongs, and told hisflame; ; 
And He, whoſe Song rais'd Cooper's Hill ſo high, - 
As made its glory with Parnaſſus vie: 

And ſoft Orinda, whoſe bright thining name 
$rands next great Sapphe's in the ranks of fame; 


All now unwept, and unrclentcd paſs, 


And in our grief no longer ſhare a place : 


Bion 
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Bion alone doesall qur tears engrols, 
Our tearsare ; all £00 few for Bioy's lo's, | : 


.*. Come all. ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd s 
Herſe | 


With neversfading Garland, never-dying, } verle. 
Thee all the Hexdſmen mourn. ia gentleſt Lays, C 
And rival one ang: her in thy: praiſe : 

In ſpreading Letters they engrave thy Namg..... = 
On every, Bark, that's worthy ot-rhe ſames. ,. _ = 
Thy Nameis warbled forth by eyery tongue, ; : 
Thy Name the Burthen of each Shepherds Pom b | 
Waler, theſweer'ſt of living Bards, Prepares... _., 
For thee his tender'ſt, and his mourntufft airs, : 
And I, themeaneſt of rhe Britiſh*Swains, | 
Amongſt the reſt offer chcſe humble ſtrains : 


If Tam reckon'd not unblefl in Song, 6 

'Tis whacI ow to thy all-reaching rongue: .. 

Some of thy Art, ſomeot thy runeful breath 

Thou didſt by Will co worthleſs me beqyeath : 
MF F 3 Others 
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Others thy Flocks, thy Lands, thy Riches have, 


To me thou didſt thy Pjpe,and Skill youchſafe. 
Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
H-r/e 
With never-fading Garland, never-dying Verſe, 
Alas! by what il! Fare, to man unkind, 
Were we to ſo ſevere a lotdefign'd®? 
The meaneſt Flowers whith the Gardens yield, 
The vileſt Weeds that flourifh in the Field, 
Which muſt &'re long lie dead in Winter's Show, 
Shall ſpring again, again more vigorous grow : 
Yon Sun, and this bright glory of the day, 
Which night is haſting now to ſnatch ivay, 
Shall riſe anew more > and more gay : 
Bur wretched we muſt hater meaſure find, 
The grear'ſt, the brav'ft, the witt!!t of mankind, 
When Death has once pur our their light, in yain 
Ever expect the dawh of Life again: 
In chedark Grave infenfible they lie, 
And there ſleep out endleſs Eternity. 


There 
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There thop to lilence ever artcanfin 'd,. 


While leſs deſerving Swajns are lefr behind ; | 

So pleaſe the Fares to deal with us below, 

They cull out thee, and ler dull Mevius 00: 
Mevius flill lives; ſtill tet him live-ſor-me; 

He, and his Pipe ſhall ne'r: my envy bet... 1 
None c're that heard thy veer, thy Artful _ 
Will grate their cars:witlrhis rough untun'd Song... | 


Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the OR 
Herfe | 


" With never. fading Garlands, n never- er-dying } wſe., 

A fierce Diſeaſe, ſent by ungentle Death, 
Snatchid Rion hence,and ſtop'd his hallow'd breath: 
A fatal damp put our thatheav'nly fire, 
That facred hear which did his breaſt inſpire; 
Ah ! wharmalignaar.ill could boaſt thar pow'r, 
Which his ſweet voice's Magick could not cure ? 
Ah cruel Fare | how.eould'ſt thou-chuſe-bur ſpare? 
How could'ſt rhou execcife thy rigour here 2 
Would thou hadſt throwa thy Dart atxorthleſs me, 
And let this dear, this valued life go free: 

F 4 Better 
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Better ten thbfiffitid meaner Swainshad d ly d, 


Than this bait Work of Nature been deſtroy "A 


Come af! ye Muſes, come, adorn y Shepherd's 
Herſe pol 14446 9% | 


With never-fading.G my weter dying Verſe. 
Ah! would .kidd Dcarh alike had fent me hence;; ': 
Bur erief (hall do the work, and ſaveits pains "Þ-) Hb 
Griet {hall acconiphth my:defired doom, 27119 il 17 
And ſoon diſpatch me to Elyfaam:! nn 
There, Biox, would I be, there gladly know, 


How with thy voice thou u chatin Mt hs ſhades be. 
low. (Te @ bw 4 [ «IT ; 


ol 


Sing, Shepherd,ſig one of ' l Arai div w 
Such as may-melr the fierce. Elyſian Queen: [i :: 
She once her felt was pleas'd: with runcful ſtrains, 
And fung,,and danc'd on the Sicilian Plains':! '/ | 
Fear nor, thy Shng ſhould'onſuccefsful prove; 
Fear nor, but/twitl the pitying Goddeſs move; 

She once was won by Orpheus heav'nly _— 

And gave bisfair Eutydice releale. 


And 
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And thine as pow'rful ( queſtion not, dear Swain) 
Shall bring t] thee back ro theſe m_—_ _— hogs | 


Ev'nl ay elf, did'1zr all excet, 
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The Lamentation for ,. 


ADONIS 


Imitated out of the Greek of Bion 
of Smyrna. 


PASTOR XY 


ws _—— 


Mourn A4donis, fair Adonis dead, 

4 He's dead, and all that's lovely, with him fled : 
Come all ye Loves, come hither and bemoan 
The charming ſweet Adonis dead and gone: 

Lic frem thy Purple Bed, and rich Alcove, 

Throw oft thy gay attire, great Queen of Love : 

Henceforth in ſad and mournful weeds appear, 

Aid all themarks of prief,,andforrow wear,” 


And 


| 


”- 


7 we Paſtorals out of the Greek. 3g 
And tear thy locks, and beat thy panting breaſt, 


And cry, My dear Adonis u deceaſt, 
I mourn Adoxy, the ſoft Loves bemoan 


The gentle ſweet Adonis dead and gone, 
On the cold Mountain lies the wretched Youth, 


Kill'd by a Savage Boar's unpitying tooth : 

In his white thigh the fatal ſicokeis found, 

Nox whiter wasghat taoth, that gave the wound : 
From the wide wound taſt flaws the ſtreaming gore 
And ſtains thag skin which was all ſnow befare: 


His breath with quick ſhort tremblings comes and 
goes, | 


And Dcath his fainting eyes begins to cloſe: 
From his pale lips the ruddy colour's fled, 
Fled, -and has left his kiſſes coldand dead : 
Yet Yenus never will his kiſles leave, 
The Goddeſs ever ro his lips will cleave : 
The kifs of her dear Yourh does plcafe her hill, 
But her poor Yourh does not the pleaſure icel : 
Dead he fects notherlove, feels not ker grief, 
F:e!s not her kiſs, which might cv'n life retrieve. 

I mourn 


1 þ 


go Two Paftorals out of the Greek. 

Imourn Adons the fad Loves bemoan 

The comely fair Adonis dead and gone. 
Deep in his'Thigh, deep went the killing marr; ! 
But deeper far it goes in Yenw heart + 
His faithful Dogs about the Mountain yell, ' - 
And the hard Fate of: their dead Maſter tell : * ! 
The troubled Nymphs alike indoleful-lrains' ©! *! 
Proclaim his death through all the Fields" & Phins«. 
But the ſad Goddeſs, moſt of all forlorn, 
With love diſttaQted,'and with forrow torn, ! \.4 
Wildin her look, and ruſut in her air, [Ft 
With Garments rent, ; and with diſheyel d hair,” 


Through Brakes, through Thickers, and chrough, 
pathleſs ways, 


Through Woods, Tg Haunts, 2#1d Dens--of! 
Savages, 2. DET I 7- 


Undreſt, unthad,: _ of nd _ odaT 
And Danger, flics, and calls on his loy.d name, ; . ot 
Rude Brambles, 2s fbe goes, hex body tears... .,.r 
And hee cur feet with blovd the ſtongs beltucar,. . 
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She thoughrleſs of the uafelr ſmart flieson, 


Aad. fills the Woods, and Vallies with her.moan, : 
Loudly does on the Stars and Fates complain, 
And prays them give Adonis back again: 


Bir he, alaſs! the wretched: Youth; alas! 

Lies cold, and ſtiff, extended on the graſs: 

There lies he ſteep'd in gore, there lies he drown'd, 
In purple ſtreams, that guſh from his own wound. 


All the ſoft band of , Loves their Mother 
mourn, ' 


At ance of beauty, andof loveforlorn. 
Venus has loſt her Lover, and each grace, ' 
'Thatfſate before in triumph in her face, 
By grief chas'd thence, has now forſook the place, 
That day which ſnatch'd Adonis from her arms, 
Thatday bereft the Goddeſs of her charms. 
The Woods and Trees in murmuring ſighs be- 


Moan 


The fateof her Adonis dead and gone. 


--; | The Rivers too, as if they would deplore 


JC 


; | Hisdeath, with grict fell higher than before: 
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The Flowers weep intears of dreary dew, 


And by their dtooping heads their forrow ſhew 4 


But moſt the Cyprian Queen with ſhricks; "a 
groans, 


Fills all the neighb'riag Hills, and Vales, and 


Towns : 
The poor Adonis dead! is all het cry, 
Adonis dead ! fad Eccho docs reply. 

What cruel heart would not the Queen of Loye 
To melting tears, and ſoft compaſſion moye, 
When ſhe ſaw how her wretched Lover fell, 

Saw his deep wound, faw it incurable 2 

Soon as her eyes his bleeding wounds ſurvey'd, 
With cager clips ſhe did his Limbs invade, 
And theſe ſoft,tender,mournful things ſhe ſaid : 

& Whither, O whither fli'ſt thou, wretched Boy, 

* Stay my Adonis, ſtay my only joy, 

« Oſtay, unhappy Youth, at leaſt cill I 

« With otic kind word beſpeak thee, e're thou vie, 
* Till oncemore embrace thee, till I feal 

*« Upon thy dying lips tny laſt farewel, 


" Loo 


«6 
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« Look up otic mitwte, give ofie parting kits, 

« One kifs, dear Youth, ro dry thefe flowing eyes : 
| « One kiſs a5 thy laft Legacy I'd fain 

« Preſerve, no God ſhall take ir off again. 

« Kiſs, WhileI watch thy ſ\yimmityg eye-balls roul, 
« Watch thy laft gaſp, and catch thy ſpringing ſoul. 
« Filfack itin, Tl hoard it in my heart, = 

« | © Lwich that ſacred pledg willnever part, | 


« Butrhou wilt part, butthou art gone, far gone 
« To the'datk ſhades, and leay'ſt me hereatone. 
«* Thou dy'ſt, bur hopctefs T mult ſuffer life, 

« Muſt pineaway with caſleſs endleſs grief. 

« Why wag T born a Goddeſs 2 why was I 

| « Made ſuch a wretch to want the pow'r to die ? 
y, | © If Iby death my ſorrows might redreſs, 

« It the cold Grave could to my pains givecaſe , 
* Idgladly die, Id rathernothing be 

e, | © Than thus condemn'd to immortality : 

© In that vaſt empty void, and boundleſs waſt, 


*« We mind not what's to come, nor what is paſt. 


« Of 
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& Of life, or death we know no difference, 


« Nor hopes, nor fcars atall affect ourſenle: 
« But thoſe whoare of pleaſure once bereft, | 
* And muſt ſurvive, are moſt unhappy left: : 
« To rayenous ſorrow they arc left a prey, 
« Nor can they ever drive deſpair away. do, 

« Take, cruel Proſerpixe, take my loy'd Boy, 
* Rich with my ſpoils, do:thou my lols enjoy. 
« Take him relentleſs Goddels, for thy own, 
* Never till now wall thou my cavy grown, , 
« Hard Fate ! that thus the beſt of rhings-muſt be 
« Always thc plunder of the Grave, and thee : 
« The Gravc,and thou now all my hopes engroſs, 
« And [for ever muſt Adonis loſe. _ ....:, £ 
* Thou'rt dead, alas! alas! my Youth,thoy'rr dead, 
* And with thee all my plealures roo are fled: 


« They're all hke fleeting vaniſh'd dreams. pals'd 
ore, 

«* And nought but the remembrance left in ſtote 

« Of raſted joysne're to be taſted niofs: 2 


+ 
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© With thee my Ce/tos, allmy charms are gone, 


« Thy Yenas muſt thy abſence cyer moan, 
« And ſpend the tedious live-long tights alone, 


* Ah! heedleſs Boy, why would'ſt tlioti raſhly 
chooſe 


« Thy ſelf rodang'rous pleaſures to expoſe 2 


« Why would'ſt thou hunt ? why would'ſt chou any 
more 


& Venture with Dogs to chaſe the foamirig Boar ? 
« Thou walſt all fair to mine, to humaneeyes; 
« But not (alas |) 15thoſe wild Savages. 


& One would have thought thy ſweetneſs might 
havecharm'd 


* The rougheſt kind, the ficrceſt tage diſarm'd: 

« Mine ({ Tam ſure) it could; but wo is thee! 

« All wear not eyes, all wear not breaſts like me. 
In ſfuchſad words the Dame her gticf did vent, 


While the Wirtg'd Loves kept time with het cont: 
plaint: 


As many drops of Bloud as from the wound 


Of ſlain Adonis fell upon the ground, 


G 3g 
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$9 many tears, and more you might have told, 


That down the cheeks of weeping Yexws roul'd : 
Both tears,and bloud to new-born flow'rs give rile, 
HenceRoſes ſpring,aud thence Anemonies. 

Ceaſe, Yenus, in the Woods to mourn thy Love, 
Thou'ſt vented ſighs, thou'ſt laviſh'd tears enough: 
See! Goddeſs, where a glorious bed of State 
Does ready for thy dear Adonis wait : 

This bed was once the Scene of Love, and Joy, 
But now muſt bear the wretched, murder'd Boy: 
There lies he, like a pale, and wither'd Flower, 
Whieh ſome rude hand had croprt before its hour : 
Yet fmiles, and bcautics ſtil live in his face, 
Which death can never frighten from cheir place. 
There let him lie upon that conſcious bed, 
Where you loves myſterics fo oft have tried : 
When you've cnjoy'd ſo many an happy night, 
Eachlengthen'd into ages ofdelight. 

There ler him lic, there heaps of Flowers ſtrow, 
Roſes and Lillics ſtore npon him throw, 


And myrtle Garlands laviſhly beſtow : 


32 
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Pour Mytch, and Balm, and coſtlieſt Oititments 
On, 


Flowers are faded, Ointments wottlileſs grown, | 


Now thy Agexis, now thy Youth is gone, 1 

Who was all ſweetneſles compriz'd in one. ; 6 
In Purple wrapt, Adonis lies in ſtate, 

A Troop of mourning Loves about him wait : 

Fach does ſome mark of their kind ſorrow ſhow, 

One breaks his Shafts, rother unſtrings his Bow, 

A third upon his Quiver wreaks his hate, 

As the fad cauſes of his haſty fate: 


This plucks his bloudy garnients off, that brings 


Water in Vellels from the neighb'ring Springs, 


Some waſh his Wound, ſome fan him with theitk | 
Wings : 


All equally their Mothers loſs bemoag, 
All moan far poor Adonis dead and gone. 


Sad Hymen too the faral loſs does mourn, 


His Tapers all to Funcral Tapers turn, 
nd all his wither'd Nuprial Garlands burn : 


G& 2 His 
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His gay, and airy Songs are heard no more, 


But mournful Strains, that hopeleſs love deplore, 
Nor do the Graces fail to beara part 

With wretched Penus in her pain and ſmart : 
The poor Adonis dead! by turns they cry, 

And ſtrive in griet the Goddeſs to out-vie, 

The Muſes too in ſofteſt Lays bewail 

The hapleſs Yourh, and his fled Soul recal : 

But all in vain; ah ! numbers are too weak 
To call theloſt, the dead Adonis back : 

Not all the pow'rs of Verſe, or charms of Loye 


The deaf remorſlels Proſerpine can moye. 


Ceaſe then, ſad Qt1een of Love, thy plaints give 


Ore, 
Till the next year reſerve thy prick in ſtore : 
Reſerve thy Sighs, and tears in ſtore till then, 


Then thou mult ſigh, then thou muſt weep agen. 


——— —— _ 
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my 


I. 
Ver.1. Ar from our pleaſant native Paleſtine, 
Pm great Euphrates with a mighty 
current flows, 
And does in watry limits Babylos confine, 
Curſs'd Babylon / the cauſe, and author of our woes; 
There on the Rivers ſide 
Sate wretched, Captive we. 


ve Andin fad Tears bewail'd our miſery. 


Tears, whoſe vaſt tore increas'd the neighb'ring 
Tide: 


We wept, and ſtrait our griet before us brought 
en. | Athoufand diſtant Objetts ro our thought, 

As oft as we ſurvey'd the gliding Stream, 

Lov'd Fordan did our ſad remembrance claim : 
Asoft as we th adjoyning City view, 

Dear Sions razed Walls our Grief renew'd : 

Fa- G 3 We 
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Werthoughron all the Pleaſures of our happy Land, 


Late raviſh'd by a cruel Congqu'rour's hand; _ 
Wethought on every Pitgpus,cyery mou rpful thing, 
That might acceſs to our enlarged ſorrows bring; 
2. Dcep ſilence tald the greatneſs of our Grief, 

Of pricf too great by Vent to find reliet: 
Our Harps as mute and dumb, gs we, 
Hung uſeleſs, and neglefted by, 


And now and then a broken String would lend a 
ſigh, 


As if with us they felta ſympathy, 
And mourn'd their own, and our Captivity: 
The gentle River too, ag if compaſſionate grown, 
As'twould its Natives cruelty attone, 
Asit paſs d by, in murmurs gave a pitying Groan. 
- 
3- There the proud. Conquerors, who gave us 


Chains, 
Who allour ſuff rings and misfortunes gave, 
Did with rude Infolence our Sorrows braye, 


And with inſulting Raillery, thus mock'dour Pains; 


Play 


1s 
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Play us ( laid they” ) fome brisk, and airyſtrain, 


Such & your Anceſtors were wont to hear 
Or Shito's pleaſant Plain, 
Where af the Virgins met in Dances once a year : 
Or one of thoſe, 
Which your illuſtrious David did compoſe, 
While be fd ] ſrael's happy Throne, 
Great Soldier, Poet, and Muſician all in one : 
Oft ( have we heard ) be went with Harp in hand, 
Captaimof all tÞ harmonious Band, 
And vanquiſh'd all the Quire witb's fingle skill alone : 


4. Forbid it Heav'n! forbid thou great thrice-hal- 
low'd Name, 


We ſhould thy Sacred Hymns defame, 
Or them with impious cars profane, : 
No, no, inhumane ſlaves, is thisa rime 
( Oh cruel, and prepoſterous demand ! ) 
When eyery Joy, and every Smile's a crime, 
A Treafon to our poor unhappy native Land ? 
Is thisa time for {prizhtly Airs, 
Wheneyery look the Bad of ſerrow wears, 
I 4 Ag1 
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And Livery of our Miſcries, 


$ad miſerics that call for all our Breath in ſighs, 
And all the Tribute of our eyes, 
And moiſture of our Veins our very bloud in tears} 


When nought can claim our Thoughts, Feruſalem, 
| but thou, 


Nought, but thy ſad Deſtruction, Fall, and Over. 
throw 2 


J» 
Oh deareſt City! late our Nations juſteſt 
Pride ! 


Envy of all the wond'ring world beſide! 


Oh ſacred Temple, once th' Ang bleſs'd 
abode, 


Now quite forſaken by our angry God! 
Shall ever diſtant time, or Place 
Your firm Ideas from my Soul deface ? 
Shall they nor ſtill rake up my Breaſt 
As long as that, and Life, and I ſhall laſt » 


l, 


L 3 
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ng 
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Grant Heav'n ( nor ſhall my Pray'rs the Curſe 
withſtand ) 
Thar this my learned, skilful hand 


(Which now o're all the tuneful ſtrings can boaſt 
command, 


Which does as quick as ready, and uncrriag prove, 

&s nature,when it would its joynts or fingers move) 
Grant it forget its Art and feeling roo, 

Whenl forget to think, to wiſh, to pray for you ; 

6. For ever tied with Dumbneſs be my tongue, 


When ir ſpeaks ought that ſhall not tro your Praiſe | 
belong, 


If that be nor the conſtant ſabjet of my Muſe, and 
Song. 


+ 


7. Remember, Heav'n, remember Edon on that 
day, 


And with like ſufferings their ſpighr repay, 


Who made our Miſcries their cruel Mirth and 
ycorn, 


Who laugh'd to ſee our flaming City burn, 
| And wiſh'd it might to Aſhes turn; 


Kaze, 


104 Paraphraſe upon the 1 37, Pſahs. 
Raze, raze it ( was their curſed cry ) 
Raze all its ſtately Struftures down, 


And - lay its Palaces, and Temple level with the 
ground, 

Till Sion buried in his diſmal Raines lie, 

Forgot alike its Place, its Name, and Memory. 


$. And thou proud Babyles ! juſt Objctt of our 
Hare, 


Thon too ſhalt feel the fad reverſe of Fate, 

© Tho thou art now exalted high, 
* Arid'with thy lofty head o'retop'ſt the Sky, 
As if thou would'ſt the Pow'rs above defie ; 


Thou ( if thoſe Pow'rs (and ſure they will)prove 
juſt, X 


If my Prophetick Grief can ought foreſee) 
Erelong thalt lay that lofty head in duſt, 
And bluſh in Bloud for all thy preſent Cruelty : 


How Jeudly' then” ſhall we retort tliefe 'bitter 
Taunts ! 


How gladly ro the Muſick of thy Fetters'dance ! 


5. Aday 


Pargphrafe upon the 137. Pſalm, tos 


5. 
Aday will come (oh might I lee'c:! )erelong 
That ſhall revenge our mighty Wrong : 
Then bleſs'd, for ever blefs'd behe 
Whoever ſhall recurn't on tee, 
And grave it deep, and pay'c with bloudy Utfury: 
May neither aged Groans, nor Infant Cries, 


Nor pitious Mathers Tears, nor raviſh'd Virging 
Sighs, 


Sofren thy unrelenting Enemies, 

Let them as thou to us inexorable proye, 

| Nor Age nor Sex their deat Compaſſion moye ; 
Rapes, Murders, Slaughters, Funerals, 

And aththou durſt attempt within our Sous Wall, 
May'ſt thou endure, and more, till joyful we 

Contels thy ſelf our-done in arttul cruelty. 
Bleſs'd,yea, thrice bleſſed be that barharous Hand 
( Oh grief, that I ſuch dire Revenge commend !) 


Who tears our Infants from their Mothers 
_ Womb, 


And hurls them yet unborn ynto cheir Tomb ; 
Bleſs » 
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Blefs'd he who plucks them from their Parents 
Arms, 


That Sanctuary fromallcommon harms, 


Who with their Skulls, and Bones ſhall pave thy 
Streets all o're, 


And fill thy glutted Channels with their ſcatter'd 
Brains and Gore, 


4 
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ODE. 
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I. 
O Thee, O God, we thy juſt Praiſes ſing, 
To Thee we Thy great Name re- 
hearſe: 
Weare Thy Vaſlals,and this humble Tribute bring 


To Thee, acknowledg'd only Lord and King, 


Acknowledg'd ſole and Sovereign Monarch of rhe 
Univerle, 


All parts of this wide Univerſe adore, 
Ecernal Father, thy Almighty power: 


The Skies, and Stars, Firc, Air, and Earth, and 
Sea, 


With all their numerous nameleſs Progeny 


Co1:- 


ros Pajaphraſe upon the 
Confeſs, and their duc Homage pay to thee ; 


For why 2 thou fpak'ſt the Word, and mad'ſt chem 
all from Nothing be. 


To thee all Angels, all thy olotios Court or 
high, 


Seraph and Cherub, the Nobility, 
And whatfoevet Spivits be 
Of leſſer Honour, leſs Degree 3 
To Thee in heav'aly Lays 
They ſing loud Anthems of immortal Praiſe i 


Still Holy, Holy, Holy Lord of Hoſts they cry; 
Thisis their bus'neſs, this their ſole employ, 
Andthus they ſpend thcir long and bleſt-Brerniry, 
2. | 


Farther than Natures utmoſt ſhotes and” limits 
ſtretch 


The ſtreams of thy unbounded Glory teach ; 
Beyond the ſtraits of ſtanty Time, and Place; 


ag vg the ebbs and flows of 'matrer's narrew 
as | 


They reach, and fill the Ocean of Ererhity and 
Spaces 


11+ 


Tl 
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Hymn of $t. Ambroſe, F@g 
Infus'd like ſome vaſt mighey ſayl, 


Thon do'ſt inform and aCtuare this ſpacious whole : 


Thy _ hand does the well-joynted Frame ſus 


Which elſe would to xs primitive Nothing ſhrink 
again. 


But moſt thou do'ſt thy Majeſty diſplay 

In the bright Realms of everlaſting Day : 
There is Thy reſidence, there dot Thou reign, 
There on a State of dazling Luſtre ſit, 

There ſhine in Robes of pure refined Light ; 


Where Sun's coarſe Rays are but a Foil and 
Stain, 


And refuſe Stars the ſweepings of thy glorious 
Train. 


J- 
There all Thy Family of menial Saints, 
Huge Colonies of bleſs'd Inhabitants, 


Which Death through countlefs Ages has tranſplan- 
ted hence, 


Now on Thy Throne for ever wait, 


And fill the large Retinue of thy heav'nly State; 
There 


110 Paraphraſe npon the 


1 — Proplicts ſtand, a pompous goodly 
ow, 


Of old thy Envoys extraordinary here, 


Who brought thy ſacred Embaſſies of Peace and 
War, 


That to th' obedient, this the rebel world below. 
By them the mighty Twelve have their abode, 
Companions orice of the Incarnare ſuff ring God, 
| Partakers now of all his Triumphs rhere, 
As theyonearth did in his Miſeries ſhare. 
Of Martyrs next a crown'd and glorious Quite, 
Illuſtrious Heroes, who have gain'd 


Through dangers, and Red Scas of Bloud the Pro- 
mis'd Land, 


And paſs'd through Ordcal Flames to the Eternity 
in Fire. 
There a!l make up the Conſort of thy Praile, 
To Thee they ſing (and never ceaſe ) 
Loud Hymns, and Hallelujah's of Applauſe : 


An Angel Laurcat does the Sznle and Strains com- 
poic, 


$116 


Hymn of St. Ambroſe. It 
Senſe far above the reach of mortal Verſe, 


Strains far above the reach of mortal ears, 


And all, a Muſe unglorified can fancy, or rehearſe. 


4- 

Nor is this Conſort only keptaboye; 

Nor is it to the Bleſs'd alone confin'd ; 

Bur Earth, and all thy Faithful here are joyn'd; 
And firiye to vie with them in Duty and in Love: 
And, tho they cannot equal Notes and Mcaſiires 

raiſe, 
Strive to returnth' imperfect Ecchoes of thy Praiſe. 


They through all Nations own thy glorious 
Name, 


And every where the greatThree-One proclaim, 
Thee, Father of the World; and Us, and Him, 


Who muſt Mankind, whom Fhou didſt make, 
Redeem, 


Thee, bleſſed Saviour, the ador'd; true;, only Son 


To man debas'd, to reſcue Man undone: 


112 Paraphraſe upon the 
And Thee; Eternal, Holy Power, 


Who do'ſt by Grace exalted Man reſtore 
Toall, he loſt by the old Fall, and Sin before : 
You bleſs'd and glorious Trinity, 
Riddle to baffled Knowledg-and Philoſophy, 
Which cannot conprehend the mighty Myſtery 
Of numerous One, an+the unnumber'd Three 
Vaſt topleſs Pile of Wonders ! at whoſe ſight 
Reaſonit ſelf turns giddy with the heiphr, 
Above the flutr'ring pirch of humane Wir, 


Andall, but the ſtrong wings of Faith, that Eagle's 
cowring flight. 


$i 
Bleſs'd Jeſu ! how ſhall we enough adore, 


Or thy unbounded Love, or thy unbounded 


Pow'r 2 


Thou art the Prince of Heav'n, thou are the Al- 
mighty's Heir, 


Thou art th'Ecernal Off-fpring of th' Ecernal Sire: 


Hail thou the Worlds Redeemer ! whom to free 


From bonds of Death and endleſs miſery, 


Thou 


e}>) 


Hymn of $t. Ambroſe, 1t3 
Thou thought'ſt it no diſdain to be 


Inhabirer in low mortality : 
Th' Almighty thought it no diſdain 
To dwell inthe pure Virgins ſpotleſs Womb; 


There did the boundleſs Godhead; and whole 
Heay'n find room, 


And a fmall point the Circleof Infinity contain. 

Hail Ranſom of Mankind, all-great, all-good! 
Who did(t attone us with thy Bloud, 

Thy ſelf che Offering, Altar, Prieſt, and God: 

Thy elf didſt dic to be our glorious Bail 

From Death's Arreſts,and the eternal Flaming Jail : 

Thy (elf thou gav'ſt th” ineſtimable Price, 


To Purchaſe and Redeem our morgag'd Heav'n and 
Happinets. 


Thither, when chy great Work on Eatth had 


cad, 
When Death ir ſelf was ſlainand dead, 
And Hell with all its Powers captive led, 
Thou didſt again triumphantly Aſcend + 


H 2 There 


14 Paraphraſe upon the 
There do'ſt Thou now by Thy great Father ſit on 


high, 
With cqual Glory, equal Majeſty, 
Joynt-Ruler of theeverlaſting Monarchy. 


6. 
Again from thence thou ſhalt with greater triumph 
come, 
When the laſt Trumpet ſounds the general 
Doom : 
And (10! ) thou com'ſt,and ( lo! )the dircful ſound 
docs make 


Through Deatlis wide Realm Mortality awake * 
And(lo) they all appear 
At Thy Dread Bar, 
And all receive th' unalterable Sentence there. 
Afrighted Nature trembles at the diſmal Day, 
And ſhrinks for fear, and vaniſhes away : 


Both that, and Time breath out their laſt, ahd now 
they dic, 


And now are ſwallow'd up and loſt in vaſt Eternity, 


Mercy, 


a 1} aww 
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Hymn of St. Ambroſe, Is 
Mercy, O mercy, angry God! 


Stop, ſtop thy flaming Wrath, roo fierce to be wich- 
{t 


ood, : 
And quench it with the Deluge qt thy Bloud ; 
Thy precious Bloud which was lo freely {pi.c 
To waſh us trom the ſtains of Sin and Guilt ; 
O write us with it in the Book of Fate 
Amoneſt thy Choſen, and Predeſtinate, 
Free Denizens of Heay'n, of the Immorral State, 
v, 
Guide us, O Saviour ! guide thy Church below, 
Both Way, and Star, Compaſs, and Pilot Thou ; 
Do thou this frail and tctr'ring Vellel ſteer 
Through Life's tempeſtuous Occan here, 
Through all the toſſing Waves of Fear, 
And dang'rous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Safe ugderThee we ſhall to the wiſh'd Haven move, 
And reach the undiſcover'd Lands of Bliſs above, 
Thus low (bchold ! ) to thy great Name we boy, 


And thus we ever wiſh togrovw : 


H 3 Con- 


116 Paraphraſe upon the 
Conſtant, as Timedoes thy fix'd Laws obey, 


To Thee our Worſhip and our Thanks we pay : 
With theſe we wake the chearful Light, 
With theſe we Sleep, and Reſt invite ; 


Ancthus we ſpend our Breath, and thus we ſpend 
our Days, 


And never ceaſe to Sing, and never ceaſe toPraiſe, 
8, 


While thus each Breaſt, and Mouth, and 
Ear 


Arc filled with thy Praiſe, and Love, and Fear, 
Let never Sin get room, or entrance there : 


Vouchſafe, O Lord, through this and all our 
days 


To guard us with Thy pow'rtul Grace : 
Within our hearts ler no uſurping Luft be found, | 
Norebel Paſſion tumult raiſe, 
To break thy Laws, or break our Peace, 
Burt ſet thy Watchof Angels onthe Place, 


And keep the Temprter till from that forbidden 
ground, - ' 


Eyer, 


Hymn of St. Ambroſe. I17 
Ever, O Lord, to us thy mercies grant, 


Never, O Lord, let us thy mercies want, 
Ne're want Thy Favour, Bounty, Liberaliry, 
Burilet them ever on us be, 
Conſtant-as our own Hope and Truſt on Thee : 
On Thee we all our Hope and Truſt repoſe ; 
O never leave us to our Foes, 
Never, O Lord, deſert eur Cauſe: 
Thus aided and upheld by Thee, 
Well tear no Danger, Death, nor Miſery ; 
Fearleſs we thus will ſtand a falling world 
With cruſhing Ruins all about us hutl'd,; 


And face wide gaping Hell, & all its ſlighted Pow'rs 
defie. 
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eA Letter from the Country to a Friend 
in Town, giving an Account of the 
Author's Inclinations to Poetry. 


re 


—_— 


Written in July, 1698. 


— a _— ” 


S to that Poet ( if ſo great a one, as he, 
May ſuffer in compariſon with me ) 
When heretofore in Scythian exile pent, 
To which he to ungrateful Rome was ſent. 
It a kind Paper from his Country came, 


And wore ſubſcrib'd ſome known, and faithfuj 
__ Name; 


That like a pow'rful Cordial, did infuſe 

New lite into his ſpeechleſs gaſping Muſe, 

And (trait his Genius, which before did ſeem 
Bound upin Ice, and frozen as the Clime, 

By jrs warm force, aud friendly influence thaw'd, 


Diſlcly'd apace, and in ſoft numbers flow'd ; 


{ #3 


nn Wy = 2}V_l_ 7 en mw OE JR 


_—— ot «i "a a — — a }y _ "a , 


A LETTER 119 
Such welcome here, dear Sir, your Latter had 


With me ſhut up in cloſe conſtraint as bad: 

Wot eager Lovers, held in long ſuſpence, | 

With warmer Joy, and a more tender ſenſe 

Meet thoſe kind Lines, which all their wiſhes bleſs: 
And Sign, and Seal deliver'd Happineſs ; 

My grateful Thoughts ſo throng to get abroad, 


fr I IERTCS ons 


They over-runcach otherin the crowd : 

To you with haſty flight they take their way, 

And hardly for the dreſs of words will ſtay. 
Yet pardon, if thisonly fault I find, 


That while you praiſe too much, you are leſs kind : 


| 
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Conſider, Sir, 'tis illand dang'rous thus 

To over-lay a young and tender Muſe : 

Praiſe, the fine Diet, which we're apt to love, 

If given to exceſs, does hurtful prove : 

Where it does weak, diſtemper'd Stomachs meer, 
That ſurtcits, which ſhould nouriſhment create. 
Your rich Perfumes ſuch fragrancy diſpenſe, 
Their {weerneſs oyercomes, and palls my ſenſe ; 


a On 
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On my weak head you heap ſo many Bays, 


I fink bencath 'em, quite oppreſsd with Praile, 
And arcſcmbling fate with him receive, 

Who in too kind a triumph found his Grave, 
Smorher'd with Garlands,whichApplauders gave. 

To you theſe Praiſes juſtlier all belong, 

By aljenating which, yaur ſelf you wrong : 
Whom berrer can ſuch commendations fit | 
Than you, who ſo well teach and practiſe Wir 2 
Verſe, the great boaſt of drudging Fools, from ſome, 
May moſt of Scriblers with much ſtraining come : 
They void 'em dribling, and in pain they write, 
As it they had a Strangury of Wit : 

Your Pen uncall'd they readily obey, 
And ſcorn your Ink ſhould flow fo faſt as they : 
Each ſtrain of yours ſocaſie docs appear, 

Fach ſuch a graceful negligence docs wear, 
As ſhews you have none, and yet want no carc. 
None of your ſerious pains or tine they colt, 
But what thrown by, you can afford for loſt-: 


[ft 


A LETTER. __ 
If ſuch the fruits of your looſe kiſurebe, 


Your careleſs minutes yield ſuch Poetry ; 

We gueſs what proofs your Genius would impart, 

Did it employ you, as it does divert : 

But happy you, more prudent, and more wiſe, 

With better aims have fix'd your noble choice. 

While filly I all chriving Arts rctuſe, 

And all my hopes, andall my vigour loſe, 

In ſervice on that worſt of Jilts, a Muſe, 

For gainful buſineſs court ignoble caſe, 

And in gay Trifles waſt my ill-{peat days. 
LittleI thought, my deareſt Friend, that you 

Would thus contribute to my Ruine too : 

O're-run with filthy Poctry,and Rhyme, 

The preſent rejgning evil of the time, 

T lack'd, and ( well I did my ſelf aſſure ) 

From your kind hand I ſhould receive a cure: 

When ( lo! ) inſtead of healing Remedies, 

Youcheriſh, and encourage the Dileaſe : 

Inhumane you help the Diſtemper on, 

Which was before but too inveterate grown. 


Y — FRE 
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As a kind looker on, who int'reſt ſhares, 


Tho not in's ſtake, yet in his hopes and fears, 

Would to his Friend a puſhing Gameſter do, 

Recall his Elbow when he haſtes to throw; 

Sucha wiſe courſe you ſhould have took with me, 

Araſh and vent'ring fool in Poetry. 

Poetsare Cullies, whom Rook Fame draws in, 

And wheadles with deluding hopes to win: | 

But, when they hit, and moſt ſucceſsful are, 

They ſcarce come off with a bare ſaving ſhare. 
Ofrt ( I remember ) did wiſe Friends diſſuade, 

And bid me quit the trifling barren Trade. 

Ofc haveItried (Heav'n knows ) to mortifie 

This vile,and wicked luſt of Poetry : 

But ftill unconquer'd it remains within, 

Fix'd asan Habit, or ſomedarling Sin. 

[n vain I better ſtudics there would ſow, 

Otren I've tried, but none will thrive, or grow : 

All my beſt thoughts, when I'd moſt ſcrious be, 


Arc never from its foul infection free: 


Nay 
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Nay ( God forgiveme ) when I ſay my Prayers, 


I ſcarce can help polluting them with Verſe: 

That fabulous Wretch of old revers'd I ſeem, 

Who turn whate'reI touch to Droſs and Rhyme, 
Ofcto divert the wild Caprice, I try 

It Sovereign Wikdom and Philoſophy 

Rightly applied, will give a remedy : 

Strait the great Stagyrite I rake in hand, 

Seck Nature, and my Self to underſtand: 

Much I reflect on his vaſt Worth and Fame, 

And much my low, and groveling aims condemn, 

And quarrel, that my ill-pack'd Fate ſhould be 

This vain, this worthleſs thing call'd Poetry : 

But when I find this unregarded Toy 

Could his important Thoughts, and Pains employ, 

By reading therel am but morc undone, 

And meet that danger, which I went to ſhun. 

Otr when ill Humour, Shagrin, Diſcontent 

Give leiſure my wild Follies to reſent, 


I thusagainſt my felt my Paſſion vent. 


Enough 
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« Enough, mad rhiming Sort, enough for ſhame, 


« Give o're, atid all thy —_ ro Tooth-picks 
Damn; 


© Didſt ever thou the Altar rob, or worlſe, 

® Kill the Prieſt therc,and Maids receiving force 2 
« Whareclſe could merit this ſo heavy Curſe? 

« The greateſt Curſe, I can, I wiſh on him, 

*« If there be any greater than to rhime ) 

« Who firſt did of the lewd invention think, 


« Firſt made two lines with ſounds reſembling 
clink, 


* And, ſwerving from the eaſic paths of Proſe, 

* Fettcrs, and Chains did on free Senſe impoſe : 

« Curſs'd too be all the fools, who ſince have went 
« Miſled in ſteps of that ill Prefident : 

« Want be entai'd their lot : 
Wreaking my ſpight on all the jingling Crew : 


and on go, 


Scarcethe beloved Cowley ſcapes, tho I 
Might ſooner my own curſes fear, than he : 
And thus reſolv'd againſt the (cribling vein, 


I deeply ſwear neyer to write again. 


Bur 
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But when bad Company and Wine conſpire 


To kindle, and renew the fooliſh Fire, 

Straitways relaps'd, Ifeel the raving fit 

Rerurn, and ftraitI.all my Oaths forget: 

The Spirit, which I thought caſt our before, 

Entersagain with ſtronger force, and power, 

Worſe than at firſt; and ryrannizes more. 

No fober good advice will then prevail, 

Nor from the raging Frenzy merecal : 

Cool Reaſon's dictates me no more can move 

Than men in Drink, in Bed/am,or in Love : 

Deaf co all means which mightmoſt proper ſeem: 

Towards my cure, I run ſtark-mad in Rhime : 

Aſad poor haunted wretch, whomnothing leſs 

Than Prayers of the Church candiſpoſſess. 
yometimes, aftera tedious day half ſpenr, 

When Fancy long has hunted oncold Scent, 

Fird'in the dull, and fruitleſs chaſe of Thought, 

Deſpairing I grow weary, and give our : 

Asadry Lecher pump'd of all my ſtore, 


I loath the thing, 'cauſe I can do't no more : 
| Buc 
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But, when I once begin to find again, 


Recruits of matter in my pregnait Brain, 

Again more eager I the haunt purſue, 

And with freſh vigour the lov'd ſport renew : 

Tickled with ſome ſtrange pleaſure, which I find, 

And think a fecreſie to all mankind, 

I pleaſe my ſelf with the vain, falſe delight; 

And count none happy, but the Fops that write: 
*Tis endleſs, Sir, to tell the many ways, 

Wherein my poor deluded felt I pleaſe: 

How, when the Fancy lab'ring for a Birtli, 

With unfelt Throws brings its rude iſſuc forth 

How after, when imperfet ſhapeleſs Thought 

Is by the Judgment into Faſhion wrought, 

When at firſt ſearch I craverſe o're my mind, 

Nought but a dark, and empty Void I find : 

Some little hints at lengrh,like ſparks,break thence, 

And olimm'ring Thoughts juſt dawning.into ſenſe: 

Cotus'd a while the mixt Idea's lie, 


With nought of mark to be diſcoyer'd by 


Like 


A LETTER. 
Like colours undiſtinguiſh'd in thenight, 


Till the dusk Images, moy'd tothelight,.. -; | 
Teach the diſcerning Faculty tochuſe, ---. :- 
Which it had beſt adopt, and which refuſe: 

Here rougher ſtrokes, touch'd with a careleſs dah, 
Reſemble the firſt ſitting of a face: 

There finiſh'd draughts in form+more full appear, 
And to their juſtneſs ask no further care. 

Mean while wich inward joy T proud am grown, 
To ſeethe- work ſucceſsfully go.on': 

And prize my felt in a creating; power, ( fore- 
That conld make ſomething, what was nought be- 
Sometimes'a ſtiff, unwieldy thought meet, 
Which to my Laws will ſcirce'be made ſubmit: 
But, when, after expence of pains and time, 

Tis manag'd well,and taughtro yoke in Rhime, 

| triumph more;than joyful Warriours wbu'd, 

Had they ſome ſtour, and hardy Foe ſubdu'd : 
And idly think, leſs goes to'their Command, 


That makes arm'd Troops in well-placd order 
ſtand, 
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Than to the condu@ of my words, when they 


March in due ranks, are fet in juſt array. 


Sometimes ot! Wihgs of Thought I fem on 
high, 


As men in ſleep, though motionleſs they lie, 
Fledg'd by a Dream, believe they mountand fly : 
So Witches ſome enchanted Wand beſtride, 

And think they through the airy Regions ride, 
Where Fancy is both Traveller, Way,and Guide : 
Then ſtrait I grow a ſtrange exalted thing, 


And equal in conceit, at leaſt a King : 
As the poor Drunkard,when Wine ſtums his brains, 
Anointed with thar Liquor, thinks he reigns. 
Bewitch'd by theſe Deluſions 'risI write, 
( The tricks ſome pleaſant Devil plays in ſpight ) 
And whenTm in the freakiſh Trance, which I 
Fond filly Wretch, miſtake for Extaſic, 
I find all former Reſolutions vain, - | 
And thus recant them, and make new again. | 

« What was't, Iraſhly yow'd2 ſhall ever 1 
* Quit my beloved Miſtris, Poetry ? 

© Thou 
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& Thou ſweet beguiler of my lonely hours, 
& Which thug glide unperceiv'd with filent courts : 
# Thou gentle Spell, which undiſturb'd do'ſt keep 
* My Breaſt, and charm intruding care aſlcep: 
4 They fa, thou'rt poor, and unendow'd, what 


& For thee I this vain, worthleſs world forgo : 

« Let Wealth, and Honour befor Fortunes Slaves, 

« The Alms of Fools, and Prize of crafty Knaves: 

& To me thou art, whate'reth' ambitious craye, 

« And all that greedy Miſers want, or have: 

*« In Youth, or Age, in Travel, or at Home, 

« Here, or in Town, at Loudon, or at Rome, 

* Rich, ora Begpar, free, orin the Fleet, 

« Whate're my Fate is, "tis my Fate to write. 
Thus I have made my ſhrifted Muſe contels, 

Her ſecret Feebleſs, and her Weakneſles : 

All her hid Faults ſhe ſets expos'd to view, 

And hopes a gentle Confeſlor in you : 


I 3 She 
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$he hopesan caſte pardon for her ſin, 


Since 'ris but what ſhe is not wilful in, 

Nor yet has ſcandalous nor open been. 

Try if your ghoſtly counſel can reclaim 

Th: hecdleſs wanton from her guilt and ſhame: 

Ar leaſt be not ungenerousto reproach 

That wretched frailty,which you've help'd debauch. 
'Tis now high time to end, for fear I grow 

More tedious than old Doaters, when they woo, 

Than travel'd Fops,when tar-fetch'd lies they prate, 

Or flatr'cing Poets, when they dedicate. 

Nodull forgiveneſs I preſume to crave, 

Nor vainly fot my tircſom length ask lEave: 

Leſt I, as often formal Coxcombs ule, 

Prolongthat very fault, I would excule : 

May this the ſame kind welcome find with you, 


As yours did here, and cver ſhall; Adieu. 
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Upon a P ine that expoſed him by 
Printing a Piece of his proſly 
—<'S; and faulty. 


Ull, and unthinking ! had{t thou none but me 
To plague, and urge to thine own Infamy 2 
Had I ſome tame and ſneaking Author been, 
Whoſe Muſe to Love, and ſoftneſs did incline, 
Some ſmall Adventurer in Song, that whines 
Chloris and Phy/is out in charming lines, 
Fir to divert mine Hoſteſs, and miſlead 
The heart of ſome poor tawdry Waiting Maid; 
Perhaps I might have then forgiven thee, 
And thou hadſt fcap'd from my refentments free. 
But I whom ſpleen, and manly rage inſpire, 
Brook noaftronr, at each offence take fire : 
, Born to chaſtiſe the Vices of the Age, 
Which Pulpits dare nor, nor the very Stage: 
Sworn to laſh Knavesof all degrecs, and tpare 
None of the kind, however great they are : 
Satyr'smy only Province, and delight, 
For whole dear fake alone I've vow'd to write: 
For this I ſeck occaſions, court Abutle, 
To thew my Parts, and tignalize my Mule : 
Fond of a Quarrel, as young Bullies are 
To make ther Metric, and their Skill appear : 
And didit thou think I would a wrong acquir, 
That tauch'd my teucer'(t part of Honour, Wit ? 
No, 
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No, Villain, may my Sins ne're pardon'd be 

By Heav'n it ſelf, if e'reI pardon thee. 
Members from breach of Privilege deter 


threatning Zopham and a Molrgy: 
db s, and t | of the Coit oppoſe, 
By a and digt of Statutes, and the Laws : 
Strumpets of Bilingſgate redeels their wrongs 
By the ſole noiſe, and toulneſs of their Tongues : 
And ] go alwaysarm'd tor my detence, 
To puniſh, and revenge an inlolence, 
I wear my Per, asothers dotheir $ward, 
To each affronting Sor, I rect, the word 
Is Satisfattion : firait to ThrufisI go, 
And pointed Satyr runs him through andihrough. 
Perhaps thou hop'dit that thy obſcurity 
Should be thy ſafeguard, and ſecure thee tree. 
No, wretch, I mean fromthence rofetch thee out, 
Like ſentenc'd Felons, to be drag d about : 
Torn, mangled, and expos'd tofcarn, and ſhame, 
I mean to hang, and Gibber up:thy Name. | 
If thou to live inSatyr ſo much thirſt, : 


Enjoy thy wiſh, and Fame, till envy burſt, 
Renown'd, as be, whom baniſh'd-Gvid curſt ; 
Or he, whomold Archilochwio ſtung 
In Verſe, that he for ſhame, and madneſs hung : 
Deathkcſs in infamy, do thou:ſo live, 
Andletmy Rage, like his, to:Hakers drive. 
Thou thoughtſt perhaps my Gall was ſpent atd 
one, 
My Wo drain'd, and Ta ſtingleſs Drone: 
Thou thoughtſt I had noCurſes left inflore ;z 


Bur tothy ſorrow know, and find I've more, 
More 
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More, and more dreadful yet, able to feare, 

Like Hell, and-urge to Dagpers, and Deſpair : 

Suck thou ſalt ſeel; are ſtill reſetv'd by me, 

To —_—_— thee to thy + 

Sincet brav'd my vengeance thus prepare, 

And tremble froth iy Fea thy Doom to hear. 
_ who with ſpurious Nonſenſe qurit pre- 

ano 

The genaine iffac of 2 Poets Brain, 

May {t thou herevfter never deat in Verſe, | 

But what hoarſe Bell men in their Makorchent 

Or Smithfield Audience fang on Crickets hears: 

May'ft thou print £-——, otfome dutter Af, 

Jordan, or Him, that wrote Dutch Hudibrafs + 

Or next vile Scribler of the Houſe, whoſe Play 

Will ſcarce for Candles, and their ſnuffing pay: 

May you each other Curſe ; thy ſelf undone, 

And he the laughing-ſtock of all the Town. 
May'ſt thou ne'zeriſe to Hiſtory, but what 

Peer Grabftreet Pemy Chronicters retxe, : 

Memoirs of 7y4urn, and the mournful State 

Of Cur-purſesia #/o/born Cavalcade, 

Till chou thy ſelf be the ſame ſubjet made, 

Compell'd by want, may ftxheu.Print Popery, 

For which be the Carts Aﬀe, afid Pillory, C 

Turnips, and rotten Eggs thy deſtiny. 

Maul'd worſe than Reading, Chriſtian, or Celier, 

Till thou daub'd o're with loathfom filth, a 

Like Brat of ſome vile Drab in Privy ra 

Which there has lain three months in Ordure 

drown'd, | 


The 
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The Plagueot Poets, Rags, and Poverty, 

Debts, Writs, Arreſts, and Serjeants/light on thee : 

For others bound, may'ſt thou to Durance go, 

 Condemn'd to Scraps, and begging with a Shoo: 

And may'ſt thounever from the Jail get tree, 

Till thou ſwear out thy ſelf by Perjury : 

Forlorn, abandon, pitileſs, and poor, 

As apawn'd Cully, or a mortgag'd Whore, 

May t thou an Halter want for thy Redreſs, 

Forc'd toſteal Hemp to end thy muſeries, 

And damn thy ſelf to balk the Hangmans Fees. 

'And may nofſaucy, Fool have better Fate 

That dares pull dpwn the; Vengeance of my 
HAre. : * \-, Ko | 


